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FABLE        XIV. 
THE     FORTUNE-HUNTER. 

I 

"  Fortuna  fasvo  laeta  negotio,  & 
**  Ludura  infolentem  ludere  pertinax 

**  Tranfmutat  incertos  honores.'*  Hor. 

CANTO       L 

O  O  M  E  authors,  more  abftrufe  than  wife, 

Friendfhip  confine  to  llrivfler  ties. 
Require  exad  conformity. 
In  perfon,  age,  and  quality; 
Their  humours,  principles,  and  wit. 
Mull,  like  exchequer  tallies,  hit. 
Others,  lefs  fcrupulous,  opine 
That  hands  and  hearts  in  love  may  join. 

Vol.  XLI,  B        '  Though 
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Though  difFerent  inclinations  fway. 
For  Nature 's  more  in  fault  than  they. 
Whoe'er  would  fift  this  point  more  fully. 
May  read  St.  Evremond  and  Tully ; 
With  me  the  doftrine  fhall  prevail 
That 's  a  propos  to  form  my  tale. 

Two  brethren  (whether  twins  or  no 
Imports  not  very  much  to  know) 
Together  bred ;  as  fam'd  their  love 
As  Leda*s  brats  begot  by  Jove : 
As  various  too  their  tempers  were; 
That  brifk,  and  frolick,  debonair; 
This  more  coniiderate  and  fevere. 
While  Bob,  with  diligence  would  pore 
And  con  by  heart  his  battle-door, 
Frank  play'd  at  rcmps  with  John  the  groom> 
Or  fwitch'd  his  hobby  round  the  room. 
The  ftriplings  now  too  bulky  grown. 
To  make  dirt-pies,  and  lounge  at  home. 
With  aching  hearts  to  fchool  are  fent. 
Their  humours  ft'll  of  various  bent: 
The  fdent,  ferious,  foiid  boy, 
Came  on  apace,  was  daddy's  joy, 
Conftrued,  and  pars'd,  and  faid  his  part. 
And  got  ^yc -genus  aF  by  heart. 
Vv'iiile  Franky,  that  unlucky  rogue. 
Fell  in  with  every  whim  in  vogue. 
Valued  not  Lilly  of  a  ftraw, 
A  rook  at  chuck,  a  dab  at  taw. 
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His  bum  was  often  brufh'd,  you  '11  fay, 

'Tis  true,  now  twice,  then  thrice  a  day : 

So  leeches  at  the  breech  are  fed. 

To  cure  vertigos  in  the  head. 

But,  by  your  leave,  good  do6lor  Freind, 

Let  me  this  maxim  recommend ; 

*'  A  genius  can't  be  forc'd;"  nor  caor 

You  make  an  ape  an  alderman : 

The  patch-work  doublet  well  may  fuit. 

But  how  would  furs  become  the  brute  ? 

In  Ihort,  the  cafe  is  very  plain. 

When  maggots  once  are  in  the  brain. 

Whole  loads  of  birch  are  fpent  in  vain.^ 

Now  to  purfue  this  hopeful  pair 
To  Oxford,  and  the  Lord  knows  where. 
Would  take  more  ink  than  I  can  fpare. 
Nor  fhall  I  here  minutely  fcore 
The  volumes  Bob  turn'd  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  laundreffes  turn'd  up  by  Frank, 
With  many  a  ftrange  diverting  prank ; 
'Tvould  jade  my  Mufe,  though  better  fed. 
And  kept  in  body-cloaths  and  bread. 

When  briftles  on  each  chin  began 
To  fprout,  the  promife  of  a  man. 
The  good  old  gentleman  expir'd. 
And  decently  to  Heaven  retir'd : 
The  brethren,  at  the'.r  country  feiit, 
Enjoy'd  a  pleafaat,  fnug  retreat ; 
Their  cellars  and  their  barns  well  ftor'J, 
And  plenty  fmoaking  on  their  board; 

B  2  Ale 
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Ale  and  tobacco  for  the  vicar. 

For  gentry  fometimes  better  liquor. 

Judicious  Bob  had  read  all  o'er 

Each  weighty  llay'd  philofopher. 

And  therefore  rightly  underftood 

The  real  from  th'  apparent  good; 

Subftantial  blifs,  intrinfic  joys. 

From  buille,  vanity,  and  noife ; 

Could  his  own  happinefs  create. 

And  bring  his  mind  to  his  eftate : 

Liv'd  in  the  fame  calm,  eafy  round. 

His  judgment  clear,  his  body  found; 

Good  humour,  probity,  and  fenfe. 

Repaid  with  peace  and  indolence : 

While  rakifh  Frank,  whofe  aftive  foul 

No  bounds,  no  principle  control. 

Flies  o'er  the  world  where  pleafure  calls. 

To  races,  mafquerades,  and  balls ; 

At  random  roves,  nov/  here,  now  there. 

Drinks  with  the  gay,  and  toafts  the  fair. 

As  when  the  full-fed  refty  fleed 

Breaks  from  his  groom,  he  flies  with  fpeedj 

His  high-arch'd  neck  he  proudly  rears. 

Upon  his  back  his  tail  he  bears. 

His  main  upon  his  Ihoulders  curls. 

O'er  every  precipice  he  whirls. 

He  plunges  in  the  cooling  tides. 

He  laves  his  Ihining  pamper'd  fides. 

He  fnuiFs  the  females  on  the  plain. 

And  to  his  joy  he  fprings  amain. 

To 
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To  this,  to  that,  impetuous  flies. 
Nor  can  the  ftud  his  lull  fuffice; 
Till  nature  flags,  his  vigour  fpent,  "^ 

With  drooping  tail,  and  nerves  unbent,  ^ 

The  humble  beafl:  returns  content,  J 

Waits  tamely  at  the  liable  door,. 
As  tradlable  as  e'er  before. 
This  was  exadly  Franky's  cafe; 
When  blood  ran  high  he  liv'd  apace ; 
But  pockets  drain'd,  and  every  vein, 
Look'd  filly,  and  came  home  again. 
At  length  extravagance  and  vice. 
Whoring  and  drinking,  box  and  dice. 
Sunk  his  exchequer;  cares  intrude. 
And  duns  grow  troublefome  and  rude. 
What  meafures  Ihall  poor  Franky  take 
To  manage  wifely  the  lall  ftake. 
With  fome  few  pieces  in  his  purfe,- 
And  half  a  dozen  brats  at  nurfe? 
Penfive  he  walk'd,  lay  long  a-bed, 
Now  bit  his  nails,  then  fcratch'd  his  head. 
At  lall  refolv'd :    Refolv'd  I  on  what  ? 
There  's  not  a  penny  to  be  got ; 
The  quellion  now  remains  alone. 
Whether  'tis  befl:  to  hang  or  drown. 
Thank  you  for  that,  good  friendly  devil ! 
You're  very  courteous,  very  civil; 
Other  expedients  may  be  try'd, 
The  man  is  young,  the  world  is  wide, 

B  3  And, 
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And,  as  judicious  authors  fay, 

*'  Every  dog  fliall  have  his  day  ;'"* 

What  if  we  ramble  for  a  while  ? 

Seek  Fortune  out,  and  court  her  fmile, 

A61  every  part  in  life  to  win  iier, 

Firll  try  the  faint,  and  then  the  finner ; 

Prefs  boldly  on ;  flighted,  purfue  ; 

Repuls'd,  again  the  charge  renew  ; 

Give  her  no  reft,  attend,  intreat. 

And  ftick  at  nothing  to  be  great. 

Fir'd  with  thefe  thoughts,  the  youth  grew  vainji 

Look'd  on  the  country  with  difdain; 

Where  Virtue's  fools  her  laws  obey. 

And  dream  a  lazy  life  away ; 

Thinks  poverty  the  greateft  fm. 

And  walks  on  thorns  till  he  begin : 

But  firft  before  his  brother  laid 

The  hopeful  fcheme,  and  begg'd  his  aid. 

Kind  Bob  was  much  abafti'd,  to  fee 

His  brother  in  extremity, 

Reduc'd  to  rags  for  want  of  thought, 

A  beggar,  and  not  worth  a  groat. 

He  griev'd  full  fore,  gave  good  advice. 

Quoted  his  authors  grave  and  wife. 

All  who  with  vvholefome  morals  treat  us. 

Old  Seneca  and  Epiftetus. 

What 's  my  unhappy  brother  doing  ? 

Whither  rambling?  whom  purfuing 

An  idle,  tricking,  giddy  jade, 

A  phantom,  and  a  fleeting  fliade  j 

Grafp'd 
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Grafp'd  in  this  coxcomb's  arms  a  while. 

The  falfe  jilt  fawns,  then  a  fond  fmile; 

On  that  fhe  leers,  he  like  the  reft 

Is  foon  a  bubble  and  a  jeft; 

But  live  with  me,  juft  to  thyfelf. 

And  fcorn  the  bitch,  and  all  her  pelf; 

Fortune  's  ador'd  by  fools  alone. 

The  wife  man  always  makes  his  own. 

But  'tis,  alas !  in  vain  t'  apply 

Fine  fayings  and  philofophy. 

Where  a  poor  youth's  o'erheated  brain,  ^ 

Is  fold  to  intereft  and  gain,  > 

And  pride  and  fierce  ambition  reign.  J 

Bob  found  it  fo,  nor  did  he  ftrive 

To  work  the  nail  that  would  not  drive ; 

Content  to  do  the  beft  he  could. 

And  as  became  his  brotherhood. 

Gave  him  what  money  he  could  fpare. 

And  kindly  paid  his  old  arrear. 

Bought  him  his  equipage  and  cloaths. 

So  thus  fupply'd  away  he  goes. 

For  London  town  he  mounts,  as  gay 

As  tailors  on  their  wedding-day. 

Not  many  miles  upon  the  road, 
A  widow's  ftately  manfion  flood; 
What  if  dame  Fortune  fhould  be  there? 
(Said  Frank)  'tis  ten  to  one,  I  fwear: 
I  '11  try  to  find  her  in  the  crowd. 
She  loves  the  wealthy  and  the  proud. 

B  4  Away 
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Away  he  frurs,  and  at  the  door 

Stood  gallant  gentry  many  a  fcore, 

Penelope  had  never  more. 

Here  tortur'd  cats-gut  fqueals  amain, 

Guittars  in  fcfter  notes  complain. 

And  lutes  reveal  the  lover's  pain. 

Irank,  with  a  carelefs,  eafy  mien. 

Sung  her  a  Tong,  and  was  let  in. 

The  re  it  with  envy  burft,  to  fee 

The  ilranger's  odd  felicity. 

Low  bow'd  the  footman  at  the  Hairs,. 

The  gentleman  at  top  appears : 

And  is  your  lady,  fir,  at  home? 

Pray  walk  into  the  drawing-room. 

But  here  my  Mufe  is  too  well  bred. 

To  prattle  what  was  done  or  faid ; 

She  lik'd  the  youth,  his  drefs,  his  face. 

His  calves,  his  back,  and  ev^ery  grace : 

Supper  was  ferv'd,  and  down  they  fit. 

Much  meat,  good  wine,  feme  little  wit. 

The  grace-cup  drunk,  or  dance,  or  play  ; 

Frank  chofe  the  lall,  was  very  gay. 

Had  the  good  luck  the  board  to  llrip. 

And  punted  to  her  ladyfhip. 

The  clock  ftrikes  one,  the  gentry  bow'd. 

Each  to  his  own  apartment  lliow'd; 

But  Franky  was  in  j.iteous  mood, 

Slept  not  a  wink ;  he  raves,  he  dies, 

Smit  with  her  jointure  and  her  eyes. 


Reftlefs 
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ReHlefs  as  in  a  lion's  den. 

He  fprawrd  and  kick'd  about  till  ten: 

But,  as  he  dreamt  of  future  joys. 

His  ear  was  flartled  with  a  noife. 

Six  trumpets  and  a  kettle-drum ;  "y^ 

Up  in  a  hurry  flies  the  groom,  ?» 

Lord,  fir !  get  drefs'd,  the  colonel 's  come :  J- 

Your  horfe  is  ready  at  the  door. 

You  may  reach  Uxbridge,  fir,  by  four. 

Poor  Franky  mull:  in  haile  remove. 

With  difappointment  vex'd,  and  love ; 

To  dirt  abandon'd,  and  defpair. 

For  lace  and  feather  won  the  fair. 

Now  for  the  town  he  jogs  apace. 
With  leaky  boots  and  fun-burnt  face; 
And,  leaving  A€lon  in  his  rear. 
Began  to  breathe  fulphureous  air. 
Arriv'd'  at  length,  the  table  fpread. 
Three  bottles  drunk,  he  reels  to  bed. 
Next  morn  his  bufy  thoughts  begun. 
To  rife  and  travel  with  the  fun ; 
Whims  heap'd  on  whims  his  head  turn'd  round. 
But  how  dame  Fortune  might  be  found. 
Was  the  momentous  grand  affair. 
His  fecrct  v/ifh,  his  only  care. 
Damme,  thought  Franky  to  himfelf, 
I  '11  find  this  giddy  wandering  elf; 
I  'II  hunt  her  out  in  every  quarter. 


Till  ihe  bellow  the  flaft  or  garter  : 
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I  '11  vifit  good  Lord  Sunderland, 

Who  keeps  the  jilt  at  his  command ; 

Or  elfe  fome  courteous  dutchefs  may 

Take  pity  on  a  runaway. 

Drefs'd  to  a  pink,  to  court  he  flies. 

At  this  levee,  and  that,  he  plies ; 

Bows  in  his  rank,  an  humble  flave. 

And  meanly  fawns  on  every  knave ; 

"With  maids  of  honour  learns  to  chat. 

Fights  for  this  lord,  and  pimps  for  that. 

Fortune  he  fought  from  place  to  place. 

She  led  him  ftill  a  wild-goofe  chace  ; 

Always  prepar'd  with  fome  excufe. 

The  hopeful  younker  to  amufe ; 

Was  bufy,  indifpos'd,  was  gone 

To  Hampton-court,  or  Kenfington ; 

And,  after  all  her  wiles  and  dodgings. 

She  llipp'd  clear  off,  and  bilk'd  her  lodgings. 

Jaded,  and  almoft  in  defpair, 

A  gamefter  whifper'd  in  his  ear ; 

"Who  would  feek  Fortune,  fir,  at  court  ? 

At  H  — Ps  is  her  chief  refort ; 

'Tis  there  her  midnight  hours  Ihe  fpends> 

Is  very  gracious  to  her  friends ; 

Shows  honeft  men  the  means  of  thriving, 

The  bell,  good-natur'd  Goddefs  living. 

Away  he  trudges  with  his  rook. 

Throws  many  a  main,  is  bit,  is  broke ; 

With  dirty  knuckles,  aching  head, 

Difconfolate  he  fneaks  to  bed. 

CANTO 
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CANTO         II. 

TT  O'vV  humble,  and  how  complaifant. 

Is  a  proud  man  reduc'd  lo  want! 
With  what  a  filly,  hanging  face. 
He  bears  his  unforefeen  disgrace  ! 
His  fpirits  flag,  his  pu  fe  befits  low. 
The  Gods,  and  all  the  world  his  foe; 
To  thriving  knaves  a  ridicule, 
A  butt  to  every  wealthy  fool. 
For  where  is  courage,  wit,  or  fenfe. 
When  a  poor  rake  has  loft  his  pence? 
Let  all  the  learn'd  fay  what  they  can, 
'Tis  ready  money  makes  the  man; 
Commands  refpedl  wheree'er  we  go. 
And  gives  a  grace  to  all  we  do. 
With  fuch  refledions  Frank  diftrefs'd. 
The  horrors  of  his  foul  exprefs'd : 
Contempt,  the  bafket,  and  a  gaol. 
By  turns  his  reftlefs  mind  affail ; 
Aghaft  the  difmal  fcene  he  flies. 
And  death  grows  pleafmg  in  his  eyes : 
For  fmce  his  rhino  was  all  flown. 
To  the  laft  folitary  crown. 
Who  would  not,  like  a  Roman,  dare 
To  leave  that  world  he  could  not  fliare? 
The  piftol  on  his  table  lay. 
And  Death  iied  hovering  o*er  his  prey; 

Thei^ 
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There  wanted  nothing  now  to  do. 
But  touch  the  trigger,  and  adieu. 
As  he  was  faying  fome  Ihort  prayers. 
He  heard  a  wheezing  on  the  flairs. 
And  looking  out,  his  aunt  appears ; 
Who  from  Moorfields,  breathlefs  and  lame. 
To  fee  her  gracelefs  godfon  came ;. 
The  falutations  being  pall. 
Coughing,  and  out  of  wind,  at  laft 
In  his  great  chair  fhe  took  her  place. 
How  does  your  brother  ?  is  my  niece 
"Well  marry 'd?  when  will  Robin  fettle?' 
He  anfwer'd  all  things  to  a  tittle; 
Gave  fuch  content  in  every  part. 
He  gain'd  the  good  old  beldam's  heart.. 
'  Godfon,  faid  Ihe,  alas !  I  know 
'  Matters  with  you  are  but  fo-fo: 

*  You're  come  to  town,  I  underftand,, 

*  To  make  your  fortune  out  of  hand  ; 
«  Your  time  and  patrimony  loll, 

*  To  beg  a  place,  or  buy  a  poll. 

'  Believe  me,  godfon,  I  'm  your  friend;; 

*  Of  this  great  town,  this  wicked  end 
'  Is  ripe  for  judgment;  Satan's  feat, 

'  The  fmk  of  fm,  and  hell  compleat. 
'  In  every  llreet  of  trulls  a  troop, 

*  And  every  cook-wench  wears  a  hoop; 

*  Sodom  was  lefs  deform'd  with  vice, 

*  Lewdnefs  of  all  kinds,  cards  and  dice." 


Frank 
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Frank  blufh'd  (v  hich,  by  the  way,  was  more 
Than  ever  he  had  done  before)  j 
And  own'd  it  was  a  wretched  place, 
nUnfit  for  any  child  of  grace. 
The  good  old  aunt  o'erjoy'd  to  fee 
Thefe  glimmerings  of  fandity ; 
'"  My  dear,  faid  flie,  this  purfe  is  yours, 
'*  It  coft  me  many  painful  hours ; 
**  Take  it,  improve  it,  and  become 
"  By  art  and  induftry  a  plumb. 
*'  But  leave,  for  fhamc,  this  impious  llreet, 
**  All  over  mark'd  with  cloven  feet^ 
**  In  our  more  holy  quarter  live, 
*'  Where  both  your  foul  and  ftock  may  thrive; 
'*  Where  righteous  citizens  repair, 
"  And  heaven  and  earth  the  godly  fhare, 
**  Gain  this  by  jobbing,  that  by  prayer. 
*'  At  Jonathan's  go  fmoke  a  pipe, 
*'  Look  very  ferious,  dine  on  tripe; 
*'  Get  early  up,  late  clofe  ycur  eyes, 
*'  And  leave  no  Hone  unturn'd  to  rife : 
*'  Then  each  good  day  at  Salter's-Hall 
*'  Pray  for  a  bleffing  upon  all." 

Lowly  the  ravifh'd  Franky  bows, 
"While  joy  fat  fmiling  on  his  brows  ; 
And  v/ithout  fcruple,  in  a  trice. 
He  took  her  money  and  advice. 
Not  an  extravagant  young  heir, 
Befet  with  duns,  and  in  dcfpair. 
When  joyful  tidings  reach  his  ear. 

And 
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And  dad  retires  by  Heaven's  commands. 

To  leave  his  chink  to  better  hands ; 

Not  wandering  failors  almoft  loft. 

When  they  behold  the  vvifh'd-for  coaft ; 

Not  culprit  when  the  knot  is  plac'd,. 

And  Idnd  reprieve  arrives  in  hafte ; 

E'er  felt  a  joy  in  fuch  excefs. 

As  Frank  reliev'd  from  this  diftrefs. 

A  thoufand  antic  tricks  he  play'd. 

The  purfe  he  kifs'd,  fwore,  curs'd,  and  pray'dj: 

Counted  the  pieces  o'er  and  o'er. 

And  hugg'd  his  unexpefted  ftore ;. 

Built  ftately  caftles  in  the  air, 

Supp'd  with  the  great,  enjoy'd  the  fair; 

Pick'd  out  his  title  and  his  place. 

Was  fcarce  contented  with  Your  Grace. 

Strange  vifions  working  in  his  head. 

Frantic,  half  mad,  he  ftroles  to  bed  ; 

Sleeps  little ;  if  he  fleeps,  he  dreams 

Offceptres,  and  of  diadems. 

"  Fortune,  faid  he,  fhall  now  no  more 

**  Trick  and  deceive  me  as  of  yore  : 

**  This  palfport  Ihall  admittance  gain,. 

'*  In  fpight  of  all  the  jilt's  difdain  : 

**  'Tis  this  the  tyrant's  pride  difarms, 

**  And  brings  her  blufhing  to  my  arms  ; 

**  This  golden  bough  my  wiih  fhall  fpeed, 

**  And  to  th'  Elyfian  Fields  fhall  lead." 

The  morn  fcarce  peep'd,  but  up  he  rofe, 

Impatient  huddled  on  his  clothes ; 

Call'd 
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Call'd  the  next  coach,  gave  double  pay. 
And  to  'Change- Alley  whirl'd  away. 
'Tis  here  dame  Fortune  every  day 
Opens  her  booth,  and  ihows  her  play  ;. 
Here  laughing  fits  behind  the  fcene, 
iDances  her  puppets  here  unfeen. 
And  turns  her  whimfical  machine. 
Powel,  with  all  his  wire  and  wit. 
To  her  great  genius  muft  fubmit : 
Exaft  at  twelve'tlie  goddefs  (hows. 

And  fame  aloud  her  trumpet  blows ; 

Harangues  the  mob  with  fhams  and  lyes. 

And  bids  their  adlions  fall,  or  rife. 

Old  Chaos  here  his  throne  regains ; 

And  here  in  odd  confufion  reigns ; 

All  order,  all  diftindion  loft. 

Now  high,  now  low,  the  fools  are  toft. 

Here  lucky  coxcombs  vainly  rear 

Their  giddy  heads,  there  in  defpair 

Sits  humbled  pride,  with  down-caft  look. 

Bankrupts  reftor'd,  and  mifers  broke. 

Strange  figures  here  our  eyes  invade. 

And  the  whole  world  in  mafquerade  ; 

A  carman  in  a  hat  and  feather, 
A  lord  in  frieze,  his  breeches  leather  : 
Tom  Whiplai"h  in  his  coach  of  ftate. 
Drawn  by  the  tits  he  drove  of  late : 
A  colonel  of  the  bold  train-bands. 
Selling  his  ec^uipage  and  lands. 


Hard. 
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Hard-by  a  cobler  bidding  fair, 

For  the  gold-chain,  and  next  lord  mayor : 

A  butcher  blufiering  in  the  crowd. 

Of  his  late  purchas'd  'fcutcheon  proud. 

Retains  his  cleaver  for  his  creft. 

His  motto  too  beneath  the  reft, 

"  Virtue  and  merit  is  a  jeft." 

Two  toafts  with  all  their  trinkets  gone. 

Padding  the  ftreets  for  half-a-crown : 

A  daggled  countefs  and  her  maid. 

Her  houfe-rent  and  her  Haves  unpaid, 

A  tailor's  wife  in  rich  brocade. 

All  {e6isj  all  parties,  high  and  low. 

At  fortune's  Ihrine  devoutly  bow ; 

Nought  can  their  ardent  zeal  reftrain. 

Where  each  man's  godlinefs  is  gain. 

From  taverns,  meeting-houfes,  ftews, 

Atheifts  and  Quakers,  bawds  and  Jews, 

Statefmen  and  lidlers,  beaux  and  porters. 

Blue  aprons  here,  and  there  blue  garters. 

As  human  race  of  old  began 

From  ftones  and  clods,  transform'd  to  man. 

So  from  each  dunghill,  ftrange  furprize  ! 

In  troops  the  recent  gentry  rife. 

Of  mulhroom  growth,  they  wildly  ftare. 

And  ape  the  great  with  awkward  air : 

So  Pinkethman  upon  the  ftage. 

Mounting  his  afs  in  warlike  rage. 

With  fimpcring  Dicky  ibr  his  page. 


I 
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In  Lee's  mad  rant,  with  monkey  face, 

Burlefques  the  prince  of  Ammon's  race. 

Induftrious  Frank,  among  the  reft. 

Bought,    fold,   and  cavil'd,  bawl'd  and  prefs'd  ; 

Lodg'd  in  a  garret  on  the  fpot,  "^ 

FoUow'd  initrudions  to  a  jot,  > 

The  praying  part  alone  forgot.  3 

Learnt  every  dealing  term  of  art. 

And  all  th'  ingenious  cant  by  heart ; 

Nor  doubted  but  he  foon  fliould  find 

Dame  fortune  complaifant  and  kind^ 

After  her  oft  he  call'd  aloud. 

But  ftill  (he  vanifh'd  in  the  crowd ; 

Now  with  fmooth  looks  and  tempting  fmiles 

The  faithlefs  hypocrite  beguiles ; 

Then  with  a  cool  and  fcornful  air. 

Bids  the  deluded  wretch  defpair ; 

Takes  pet  without  the  leaft  pretence. 

And  wonders  at  his  infolence. 
Thus  with  her  fickle  humours  vex'd. 

And  between  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd  ; 

His  patience  quite  worn  out  at  laft 

Refolves  to  throw  one  defpcrate  caft. 

**  'Tis  vain,  faid  he,  to  whine  and  wooe, 

**   'Tis  one  brilk  ftroke  the  work  mult  do. 

**   Fortune  is  like  a  widow  won, 

*'   Ard  truckles  to  the  bold  alone; 

**  I  '11  pufh  at  once  and  venture  ail, 

*'  At  leaft  I  Ihall  with  honour  fall." 

Vol.  XLL  C  But, 
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But,  curie  upon  the  treacherous  jade, 
"Who  thus  his  fervices  repaid ; 
When  now  he  tliought  the  world  his  own, 
Ke  bought  a  bear,  and  was  undone. 


CANTO        III. 

A  S  there  is  fomething  in  a  face. 
An  air,  and  a  peculiar  grace. 
Which  boldefl:  painters  cannot  trace ; 
That  more  than  features,  Ihape,  or  hair, 
Diftinguifhes  the  happy  fair  ; 
Strikes  every  eye,  and  makes  her  known 
A  ruling  toaft  through  all  the  town : 
So  in  each  adlion  'tis  fuccefs 
That  gives  it  all  its  comelinefs  ; 
Guards  it  from  cenfure  and  from  blame, 
Brightens  and  burniihes  our  fame. 
For  what  is  virtue,  courage,   wit. 
In  all  men,  but  a  lucky  hit  ? 
Eut,  'vke  versa,  where  this  fails. 
The  wifefl  conduct  nought  avails ; 
The  man  of  merit  foon  Ihall  find 
The  world  to  profperous  knaves  inclin'd, 
Himfelf  the  lail  of  all  mankind. 
Too  true  poor  Frank  this  thefis  found, 
Bankrupt,  defpoil'd,  and  run  aground. 
In  durance  vile  detain'd  and  loft. 
And  all  his  mighty  projedls  croll: 
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Witli  grief  and  fliame  at  once  opprell:. 
Tears  fvvell  his  eyes,  and  fighs  his  bread  ; 
A  poor,  forlorn,  abandon'd  rake. 
Where  (hall  he  turn  ?  what  meafures  take  ? 
Betray'd,  dcceiv'd,  and  ruin'd  quite. 
By  his  own  greedy  appetite  ; 
He  mourns  his  fatal  lult  of  pelf, 
And  curfes  Fortune  and  himfelf : 
In  limbo  pent,  would  fain  get  free. 
Importunate  for  liberty. 
So  wlicn  the  watchful  hungry  moufe. 
At  midnight  prowling  round  the  houfe. 
Winds  in  a  corner  toafted  cheefe. 
Glad  the  luxurious  prey  to  feize  ; 
With  whifkers  curl'd,  and  round  black  eyes. 
He  meditates  the  lufcious  prize, 
Till  caught,  trepann'd, ,  laments  too  late 
The  rigorous  decrees  of  fate  : 
Reillefs  his  freedom  to  regain. 
He  bites  the  wire,   and  climbs  In  rain. 
The  wretched  captive  thus  diftrefs'd, 
Kis  bufy  thoughts  allow  no  relt : 
Fond  on  each  proje6l  to  depend. 
Kind  hope  his  only  faithful  friend ; 
Odd  whimiies  floating  in  his  brain. 
He  plots,  contrives,  but  all  in  vain. 
Approves,  rejedls,  and  thinks  again. 
As  Vv'hen  the  Ihipvvreck'd  wretch  is  toll 
From  wave  to  wave,  and  almoft  loft, 

C  2  Beat 
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Beat  by  the  billows  from  the  fliore. 

Returns  half  drown'd,  and  hugs  once  more 

The  friendly  plank  he  grafp'd  before  : 

So  Frank,  when  all  expedients  fail. 

To  fave  his  carcafs  from  a  gaol. 

Eat  up  with  vermin  and  with  care. 

And  almoft  fmking  in  defpair, 

Refolves  once  more  to  make  his  court 

To  his  old  aunt,  his  lall  refort : 

Takes  pen  in  hand,  now  writes,  now  tears^ 

Then  blots  his  paper  with  his  tears, 

Ranfacks  his  troubled  foul,  to  raife 

Each  tender  fentlment  and  phrafe  ; 

And  every  lame  excufe  fupplies 

With  artful  colouring  and  difguife  ; 

Kind  to  himfelf,  lays  all  the  blame 

On  Fortune,  that  capricious  dame : 

In  fhort,  informs  her  all  was  loft. 

And  fends  it  by  the  penny-poft. 

Soon  as  the  ancient  nymph  had  read 

The  fatal  fcroll,  fhe  took  her  bed. 

Cold  palfies  feize  her  trembling  head; 

She  groans,  fhe  fighs,  fhe  fobs,  fhe  fmears 

Her  ipeftaclcs  and  beard  with  tears ; 

Her  n^fe  that  wont  to  fympathize 

With  all  th'  o'erflcwings  of  her  eyes, 

Adown  in  pearly  drops  diftils, 

Th'  united  ftrcam  each  chafm  fills. 

Geneva  now,  ror  Nants  will  do. 

Her  toothlefs  gums  their  hold  let  go ; 

Anc 
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And  on  the  ground,  O  fatal  Iboke  ! 
The  fliort  cox^val  pipe  is  broke : 
With  vapours  choak'd,  entranc'd  flie  lies. 
Belches,  and  prays,  and  f — ts,  and  dies. 
But  fleep,  that  kind  rellorative, 
Recall'd  her  foul,  and  bid  her  live ; 
With  cooler  thoughts  the  cafe  fhe  weigh'd, 
Arui  brought  her  reafon  to  her  aid. 
Away  file  hobbles,  and  with  fpesd 
Refolves  to  fee  the  captive  freed ; 
Wipe  off  this  llain  and  foul  difgrace. 
And  vindicate  her  ancient  race. 
With  her  a  fage  diredcr  comes, 
More  weighty  than  a  brace  of  plumbs, 
yj  good  man  in  the  city  cant. 
Where  calh,  not  morals,  makes  the  faint. 
T'  improve  a  genius  fo  polite. 
The  clumfy  thing  was  dubb'd  a  knight: 
Fortune's  chief  confident  and  friend. 
Grown  fat  by  many  a  dividend ; 
And  ftill  her  favour  he  retains. 
By  want  of  merit  and  of  brains  ; 
On  her  top  fpoke  fublime  he  fits, 
The  jell  and  theme  of  fneering  wits: 
For  fools  in  Fortune's  pillory  plac'd 
Are  mounted  to  be  more  difgrac'd. 
This  rich  old  Hunks,  as  Woodcock  wife. 
Was  call'd  the  younker  to  advife : 
**  Young  man,  faid  he,  refrain  from  tears, 
*'  While  joyful  tidings  blefs  thine  ears; 

C  3  "Up 
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**  Up  and  be  doing,  boy,  and  tiy 

*'  To  conquer  fate  by  induftry  ; 

**  For  know  that  all  of  mortal  race, 

'*  Are  born  to  lofTes  and  difgrace  ; 

**  Ev'n  I  broke  twice,  I,   heretofore 

**  A  tailor  defpicably  poor, 

**  In  every  hole  for  ihclter  crept, 

*'  On  the  fame  bulk,  botch'd,  lous'd,   and  flept,. 

'*  With  fcarce  one  penny  to  prepare 

*'  A  friendly  halter  in  defpair  ; 

'*  My  credit  like  my  garment  torn, 

*'  Thread-bare,  and  ragged,  over-worn  : 

"  But  foon  I  patch'd  it  up  again, 

•'  Thefe  bufy  hands,  this  working  brain, 

*'  Ne'er  ceas'd  from  labour,  pain,   and  fweat> 

**  Till  fortune  fmil'd,  and  I  was  great. 

*'  Now  at  each  pompous  city  feaft, 

**  Who  but  Sir  Trillram?     Every  gueil 

*'  Refpeftful  bows.     In  each  debate, 

*'  My  nod  mull  give  the  fentence  weight: 

"  On  me  prime  minifters  attend, 

**   And Aiflabie  's  my  friend  : 

**  In  embryo  each  bold  projeft  lies, 

**  Till  my  confentiug  purfe  lupplies. 

*'  This  hand— nay  do  not  tiiink  me  vain, 

*'  Soften'd  the  Swede,  and  humbled  Spain. 

**  To  me  the  fair,  whom  all  adore, 

*'  Addrefs  tlieir  prayers,  and  own  my  power ; 

<*  When  the  ptor  toaft  by  break  of  day 

**  Has  punted  all  her  gold  away, 

'*  Undrefs'd, 
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*'  Undrefs'd,  and  in  her  native  charms, 

"   She  flies  to  thefe  indulgent  arms ; 

*'  She  curls  each  dimple  in  her  face 

**  To  win  the  good  Sir  Triftram's  grace; 

**  Offers  her  brilliants  with  a  fmile, 

*'  That  might  an  anchoret  beguile  ; 

*'   And  when  my  potent  aid  is  lent, 

**   Away  the  dear-one  wheels  content. 

*'  He  that  can  money  get,  my  boy, 

**   Shall  every  other  good  enjoy  ; 

**  Be  rich,  and  every  boon  receive, 

**  That  man  can  wifli,  or  Heaven  can  give. 

**  Now  to  the  means,  dear  youth,  attend, 

**  By  which  thy  forrows  foon  fliall  end: 

"  I'hy  good  old  aunt  refolves  to  bail 

*'  Her  hopeful  godfon  out  of  gaol; 

**  But  what  is  freedom  to  the  poor? 

"  The  man  who  begs  from  door  to  door 

*'  Is  free;  in  lazy  wretchednefs 

*'  He  lives,  till  Heaven  his  fubflance  blefs ; 

*'  But,  having  learnt  to  cog  and  choufe, 

*'  To  cut  a  purfc,  or  break  a  houfe, 

*'  Then  fcon  he  mends  Iiis  own  apparel, 

*'  Eats  boil'd  and  roall,  and  taps  his  barrel; 

*'  Drinks  double  bub,  with  all  his  miglit, 

*'   And  hugs  his  doxy  every  night  : 

*'  Thy  fc rightly  genius  ne'er  fhall  lie 

•'  Dcprefs'd  by  want  and  penury; 

"  Go,  with  a  prcfperous  merry  gale, 

**  To  the  South  Seas  adventurous  fail; 

C  4  '*  Fat 
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*^  Fat  Plenty  dwells  on  thofe  rich  fhores, 

*'   Abundance  opens  all  her  ilores; 

**  Ingots  and  pearls  for  beads  are  fold, 

**   And  rivers  glide'  on  fands  of  gold ; 

**  Profit  and  Pleafure,  hand  in  hand, 

**   Smile  on  the  fields,  and  blefs  the  land; 

*'  The  fwains  unlabour'd  harveflis  reap, 

•''  Fountains  run  wine,  and  whores  are  cheap. 

*'  Fortune  is  always  true  and  kind, 

•*  Nor  veers,  as  here,  with  every  wind; 

*'  Not,   as  in  thefe  penurious  illes, 

*'  Retails  her  bleflings  and  her  fmiles; 

*'  But  deals  by  wholefale  with  her  friends, 

**  And  gluts  them  with  her  dividends. 

«'  Then  hafte,  fet  fail,  the  fhip's  unmoor'd, 

**  And  waits  to  take  thee  now  on  board." 

The  youth  o'erjoy'd  this  projeft  hears,  -i 

From  his  fleck-bed  his  head  he  rears,  y 

And  waters  all  his  rags  with  tears.  J 

In  Ihort,  he  took  his  friend's  advice, 

Pack*d  up  his  baggage  in  a  trice ; 

Dancing  for  joy,  on  board  he  flew. 

With  all  Potofi  in  his  view^ 

CANTO        IV. 

"D  E  H  O  L  D  the  youth  j  uft  now  fet  free 

On  land,  immur'd  again  at  fea; 
Stow'd  with  his  cargo  in  the  hold. 
In  queft  of  other  worlds  for  gold. 

He 
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He  who  fo  late  rcgal'd  at  eafe. 
On  olios,  foups,  and  fricaflces ; 
Drank  with  the  witty  and  the  gay. 
Sparkling  Champaign,  and  rich  Tokay; 
Now  breaks  his  fall:  with  Sufi-'olk  cheefe. 
And  burfts  at  noon  with  pork  and  peafe; 
Inftead  of  wine,  content  to  fip. 
With  noify  tars,  their  naufeous  flip: 
Their  breath  with  chew'd  mundungus  fweet. 
Their  j  efts  more  fulfome  than  their  meat. 
While  ihunder  rolls,  and  Itorms  arife. 
He  Inoring  in  his  hammock  lies ; 
In  golden  dreams  enjoys  the  night. 
And  counts  his  bags  with  vaft  delight. 
Mountains  of  gold  eredl  his  throne. 
Each  precious  gem  is  now  his  own; 
Kind  Jove  defcends  in  golden  fleet, 
Paftolus  murm.urs  at  his  feet ; 
The  fea  gives  up  its  hoarded  ilore, 
PofreiTmg  all,  he  covets  more. 
O  gold  !   attradlive  gold !  in  vain 
Honour  and  confcience  would  retrain 
Thy  boundlefs  univerfal  reign. 
To  thee  each  ftubborn  virtue  bends. 
The  man  oblig'd  betrays  his  friends ; 
The  patriot  quits  his  country's  caufe. 
And  fells  her  liberty  and  laws : 
The  pious  prude  's  no  longer  nice. 
And  ev'n  lawn  fleeve^  can  flatter  vice. 


At 
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At  thy  too  abrohite  command. 
Thy  zealots  raniack  Tea  and  land : 
Wheree'er  thy  beams  thy  power  difplay. 
The  Avarming  infers  haPcC  away. 
To  baik  in  thy  refulgent  ray. 

Now  the  bold  crew  with  profperous  wind. 
Leave  the  retreating  land  behind ; 
Fearlefs  they  quit  their  native  Ihore, 
And  Albion's  cliffs  are  feen  no  more. 
Then  on  ths  Vv'ide  Atlantic  borne. 
Their  rigging  and  their  tackle  torn  ; 
Danger  in  various  fliapes  appears. 
Sudden  alarms,  and  fhivering  fears. 
Here,  might  fome  copious  bard  dilate 
And  Ihiow  fierce  Neptune  drawn  in  ftate  ; 
While  guards  of  Tritons  clear  his  way. 
And  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play ; 
Then  bid  the  ftormy  Boreas  rife. 
And  forky  lightning  cleave  the  feies ; 
The  fhip  nigh  foundering  in  the  deep. 
Or  bounding  o'er  the  ridgy  Heep : 
Defcribe  the  monflcrs  of  the  main. 
The  Phoca;,  and  their  finny  train. 
Tornados,  hurricanes,   and  rain. 
Spouts,  flioals,  and  rocks  of  dreadful  fize. 
And  pirates  lurking  for  their  prize; 
Amazing  miracles  rehearfe. 
And  turn  all  Dampier  into  verfe. 
My  negligent  and  humble  Mufe 
Lefs  ambitious  aims  purfucs ; 

Content 
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Content  with  more  famiiiar  phrafc. 
Nor  deals  in  fuch.embrcider'd  lays; 
Plcas'd  if  my  rhime  jail  meafure  keeps. 
And  ilretch'd  at  eafe  my  reader  ilceps. 
Hibernian  matrons  thus  of  old. 
Their  foporific  ftories  told; 
To  fleep  in  vain  the  patient  drove, 
Perplex'd  with  bufmefs,  crofs'd  in  love  ; 
Till  foothing  tales  becalm'd  his  breall. 
And  luird  his  troubled  foul  to  reil. 
Suffice  it  only  to  recite. 
They  drank  all  day,  they  fuor'd  all  night: 
And,  after  many  moons  v/ere  pafi, 
They  made  the  vvi(h'd-for  faorcs  at  lall. 
Frank,  v.ith  his  cargo  in  his  hand, 
Leap'd  joyful  on  the  golden  flrand  ; 
Open'd  his  toy-fhop  in  the  port. 
Trinkets  of  various  fize  and  fort; 
Bracelets  and  combs,  bodkins  and  tweezers, 
Bath-metal  rings,  and  knives,  and  fciffars  j 
And  in  one  lucky  day  got  more 
Than  Bubble-boy  in  half  a  fcore: 
For  Fortune  now,  no  longer  coy, 
Smil'd  on  her  darling  favourite  boy; 
No  longer  from  his  arms  retir'd. 
But  gave  him  all  his  heart  dcfir'd. 
Ah  !  thougiitlcfs  youth  !  in  time  beware. 
And  fhun  the  treacherous  harlot's  fnare; 
The  v/ifer  favages  behold. 
Who  truck  not  liberty  for  gold; 

Proof 
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Proof  agalnft  all  her  fubtle  wiles, 

Regardlels  of  her  frowns  or  fmiles ; 

If  frugal  Nature  want  fupplies. 

The  lance  or  dart  unerring  flies : 

The  mountain  boar  their  prey  defcends. 

Or  the  fat  kid  regales  their  friends ; 

The  jocund  tribe,  from  fun  to  fun, 

Feaft  on  the  prize  their  valour  won. 

Ceafe,  babbling  Mufe,  thy  vain  advice, 

'Tis  thrown  away  on  avarice : 

Bid  hungry  lions  quit  their  prey. 

Or  ftreams  that  down  the  mountains  ftray 

Divert  their  courfe,  return  again. 

And  climb  the  fteep  from  whence  they  came. 

Unbleft  with  his  ill-gotten  ftore, 
Th*  infatiate  youth  ftill  craves  for  more  ; 
To  counfel  deaf,  t'  examples  blind. 
Scrapes  up  whatever  he  can  find. 
Now  mailer  of  a  veflel  grown. 
With  all  the  glittering  freight  his  own. 
To  Fortune  ftill  he  makes  his  court. 
And  coafts  along  from  port  to  port. 
Each  rolling  tide  brings  frefli  fupplies. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  delight  his  eyes. 
Through  Panama's  delicious  bay. 
The  loaded  vefTcl  ploughs  her  way ; 
With  the  rich  freight  opprefs'd  fhe  fails. 
And  fummons  all  the  friendly  gales. 
Frank  on  her  deckf  triumphant  Hood, 
And  vievv'd  the  calm  tranfparent  flood : 

Let 
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Let  bcok-learn'd  fots,  faid  he,  adore 

Th'  afpiring  hills  that  grace  thy  fhore; 

Thy  verdant  iiles,  the  groves  that  bow 

Their  nodding  heads,  and  Ihade  thy  brow ; 

Thy  face  ferene,  thy  gentle  breaft. 

Where  Syrens  fmg,  and  Halcyons  reft : 

Propitious  flcod !  on  me  bellow 

The  treafures  of  thy  depths  below ; 

Which  long  in  thy  dark  womb  have  flcpt. 

From  age  to  age  fccurely  kept. 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  ftrange  furprize! 

Th'  indignant  waves  in  mountains  rife. 

And  hurricanes  invade  the  fkies ; 

The  rhip  again  ft  the  ftioals  was  ftruck. 

And  in  a  thoufand  pieces  broke ; 

But  one  poor  trufty  plank,  to  fave 

Its  owner  from  the  watery  grave : 

On  this  he  mounts,  is  caft  on  fhore. 

Half  dead,  a  bankrupt  as  before : 

Spiritlefs,  fainting,  and  alone, 

On  the  bare  beach  he  makes  his  moan. 

Then  climbs  the  ragged  rock,  t'  explore 

If  aught  was  driving  to  the  fhore. 

The  poor  remains  of  all  his  ftore : 

With  greedy  diligence  prepared 

To  fave  whate'er  the  waves  had  fpar'd. 

But,  oh  !  the  wretch  expefts  in  vain 

CompafTion  from  the  furious  main ; 

Men,  goods,  are  funk.     Mad  with  defpair 

He  beat  his  breaft,  he  tore  his  hair : 

Then 
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Then  leaning  o'er  the  craggy  ftcep, 
Look'd  down  into  the  boiling  deep; 
Almofi  rcfolv'd  to  call  himfelf. 
And  periih  with  his  dear;,  dear  pelf. 

CANTO        V. 

T  F  Heaven  the  thriving  trader  blels, 

What  fawning  crowds  about  him  prcfs ! 
But,  if  he  fail,  diftrefs'd  and  poor. 
His  mob  of  friends  are  feen  no  more : 
For  all  men  hold  it  meet  to  fly 
Th'  infedicus  breath  of  poverty. 
Poor  Frank,  deferred  and  forlorn, 
Curfes  the  day  that  he  was  born: 
Each  treacherous  crony  hides  his  face. 
Or  ftarts  whene'er  he  haunts  the  place. 
His  wealth  thus  loH:,  with  that  his  friends. 
On  Fortune  frill  the  youth  depends : 
One  fmile,  faid  he,  can  foon  reilore 
A  bankrupt  wretch,  and  give  him  more ; 
She  will  not,  fure,  refufe  her  aid? 
Fallacious  hope  !  for  the  falfe  jade 
That  very  day  took  wing,  was  flown. 
And  on  her  wonted  journey  gone 
(Intent  her  coiUy  goods  to  fell) 
From  Panama  to  Portobel : 
Five  hundred  mules  her  baggage  bear. 
And  groan  beneath  the  precious  ware. 
The  goddefs  rides  fublime  in  air; 
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And  hence  conveys  a  frcfli  fiipply, 
For  pride,  debate,  and  luxury. 
Frank,  when  he  heard  th'  unwelcome  news. 
Like  a  ftaunch  hound  the  chace  purfues. 
Takes  the  fame  rout,  doubles  his  fpeed. 
Nor  doubts  her  help  in  time  of  need. 

O'er  the  wide  waile,  through  pathlefs  ways. 
The  folitary  pilgrim  ftrays ; 
Now  on  the  fwampy  defart  plain. 
Through  brakes  of  mangroves  works  with  pain; 
Then  climbs  the  hills  with  many  a  groan. 
And  melts  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
With  berries  and  green  plantains  fed. 
On  the  parch'd  earth  he  leans  his  head ; 
Fainting  \yith  thirft,  to  heaven  he  cries. 
But  finds  no  ftream  but  from  his  eyes. 
Ah,  wretch !  thy  vain  laments  forbear. 
And  for  a  worfe  extrem^e  prepare ; 
Sudden  the  lowering  ftorms  arife. 
The  burfdng  thunder  rends  the  ikies, 
Aflant  the  ruddy  lightning  flies ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  tranfient  ray. 
And  gives  a  (hort,  but  dreadful  day : 
With  pealing  rain  the  woods  refcund, 
Convulfions  fhake  the  folid  8:round. 
Benumb'd  with  cold,  but  more  with  fear. 
Strange  phantoms  to  his  mind  appear. 
The  wolves  around  him  howl  for  food. 
The  ravenous  tigers  hunt  for  blood. 

And 
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And  canibals  more  fierce  than  they 
(Monllers  who  make  mankind  their  prey) 
Riot  and  feaft  on  human  gore, 
And,  flill  infatiate,  thirfts  for  more. 
Half  dead  at  every  noife  he  hears. 
His  fancy  multiplies  his  fears; 
Whate'er  he  read  or  heard  of  old,. 
Whate'er  his  nurfe  or  Crufoe  told^ 
Each  tragic  fcene  his  eyes  behold: 
Things  paft  as  prefent  fear  applies. 
Their  pains  he  bears,  their  deaths  he  dies. 

At  length  the  fun  began  to  peep. 
And  gild  the  furface  of  the  deep. 
Then  on  the  reeking  moifture  fed. 
The  fcatter'd  clouds  before  him  fled^ 
The  rivers  fhrunk  into  their  bed : 
Nature  revives ;  the  feather'd  throng 
Salute  the  morning  with  a  fong. 
Frank  with  his  fellow-brutes  arofe. 
Yet  dreaming  ftill  he  faw  his  foes. 
Reels  to  and  fro,  laments  and  grieves. 
And  ftarting,  doubts  if  yet  he  lives. 
At  lall  his  fpirits  mend  their  pace. 
And  Hope  fat  dawning  on  his  face ; 
Ev'n  fuch  is  human  life,  faid  he, 
A  night  of  dread  and  mifery. 
Till  Heaven  relents,  relieves  our  pain. 
And  fun-fhine  days  return  again. 
O  Fortune !  who  doll  now  bellow. 
Frowning,  this  bitter  cup  of  woe. 

Do 
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Do  not  thy  faithful  Have  deftroy. 
But  give  th*  alternative  of  joy. 
Then  many  a  painful  ftep  he  takes. 
O'er  hills  and  vales,  through  woods  and  brakes: 
No  fturdy  defperate  buccaneer 
E'er  fufFer'd  hardfliips  more  fdvere. 
Stubborn,  incorrigibly  blind. 
No  dangers  can  divert  his  mind ; 
His  tedious  journey  he  purfues. 
At  laft  his  eye  tranfported  views 
Fair  Portcbel,  whofe  rifmg  fpires 
Inflame  his  heart  with  new  defires. 
Secure  of  Fortune's  grace,  he  fmiles. 
And  flattering  Hope  the  wretch  beguiles. 
Though  nature  calls  for  fleep  and  food. 
Yet  ftronger  avarice  fubdued ; 
Ev'n  ihameful  nakednefs  and  pain. 
And  thiril  and  hunger,  plead  in  vatn : 
No  reft  he  gives  his  weary  feet. 
Fortune  he  feeks  from  llreet  to  ftreet ; 
Careful  in  every  corner  pries, 
Now  herey  now  there,  impatient  files, 
Whereever  bufy  crowds  refort. 
The  change,  the  market,  and  the  port; 
In  vain  he  turns  his  eye-balls  round. 
Fortune  was  no  where  to  be  found; 
The  jilt,  not  many  hours  before. 
With  the  Plate-fleet  had  left  the  fhore : 
Laughs  at  the  credulous  fool  behind. 
And  joyful  fkuds  before  the  wind. 
Vol.  XLI.  D  Poor 
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Poor  Frank  forfaken  on  the  coafl:, 

All  his  fond  hopes  at  once  are  loft. 

Aghaft  the  fwelling  fails  he  views. 

And  with  his  eye  the  fleet  purfues. 

Till,  leflen'd  to  his  wearied  fight. 

It  leaves  him  to  defpair  and  night. 

So  when  the  faithlefs  Thefeus  fled 

The  Cretan  nymph's  deferted  bed, 

Awak'd,  at  diftance  on  the  main. 

She  view'd  the  profperous  perjur'd  fwain. 

And  call'd  th'  avenging  Gods  in  vain. 

Proftrate  on  earth  till  break  of  day,  ^ 

Senfelefs  and  motionlefs  he  lay,  ^ 

Till  tears  at  laft  find  out  their  way ;  i 

Gufii  like  a  torrent  from  his  eyes. 

In  bitternefs  of  foul  he  cries, 

*'  O,  Fortune  I  now  too  late  I  fee, 

**  Too  late,  alas !  thy  treachery. 

*'  Wretch  that  I  am,  abandon'd,  loft, 

**  About  the  ^yorld  at  random  toft, 

**  Whither,  oh  whither  ftiall  I  run? 

"  Sore  pinch'd  with  hunger,  and  undone. 

**  In  the  dark  mines  go  hide  thy  head 

**  Accurs'd,  exchange  thy  fweat  for  bread, 

'*  Skulk  under  ground,  in  earth's  dark  womb 

*'  Go  fla-v'e,  and  dig  thyfelf  a  tomb; 

**  There's  gold  enough;  pernicious  gold! 

*'  To  which  long  flnce  thy  peace  was  fold; 

*'  Vain  helplefs  idol !  canft  thou  fave 

**  This  fliattcr'd  carcafe  from  the  grave? 

"  Reftlef 
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*'  Rcfllefs  difturber  of  mankind, 

•*  Canfl:  thou  give  health,  or  peace  of  mind? 

**  Ah  no,  deceiv'd  the  fool  fliall  be 

**  Who  puts  his  confidence  in  thee. 

"  Fatally  blind,  my  native  home 

**  I  left,  in  this  rude  world  to  roam  ; 

*'  O,  brother!   fhall  I  view  no  more 

*'  Thy  peaceful  bowers?  fair  Albion's  fhore? 

*'  Yes  (if  kind  heaven  my  life  fhall  fpare) 

**  Some  happy  moments  yet  I  '11  fhare, 

**  In  thy  delightful  bicft  retreat, 

*'  With  thee  contemn  the  rich  and  great; 

*'  I-lcdcem  my  time  milpent,  and  wait 

*'  Till  death  relieve  th'  unfortunate.'* 

Advcrfity,  fage  ufeful  gueil. 
Severe  inilrudor,  but  the  bell; 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 
JulHy  to  value  things  below; 
Right  reafon's  ever  faithful  friend. 
To  thee  our  haughty  pafTions  bend ; 
Tam'd  by  thy  rod,  poor  Frank  at  laft 
Repents  of  all  his  follies  paft ; 
Refign'd,  and  patient  to  endure 
Thofe  ills,  v/hich  heaven  alone  can  cure. 
With  vain  purfuits  and  labours  worn. 
He  meditates  a  quick  return. 
Longs  to  revifit  yet  once  more. 
Poor  prodigal !  his  native  fhore. 
In  the  next  ihip  for  Britain  bound. 
Glad  Frank  a  ready  pafTage  found ; 

P  2  Nor 
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Nor  veflel  new,  nor  freight  his  own. 

He  fears  no  longer  Fortune's  frown ; 

No  property  but  life  his  {hare. 

Life  a  frail  good  not  worth  his  care ; 

Aftive  and  willing  to  obey, 

A  merry  mariner  and  gay. 

He  hands  the  fails,  and  jokes  all  day^^ 

At  night  no  dreams  difiurb  his  reft^ 

No  paffions  riot  in  his  breaft ; 

For,  having  nothing  left  to  lofe. 

Sweet  and  unbroken  his  repofe : 

And  now  fair  Albion's  cliifs  are  feen. 

And  hills  with  fruitful  herbage  green : 

His  heart  beats  quick,  the  joy  that  ties 

His  faltering  tongue  burils  from  his  eyes. 

At  length,  thus  hail'd  the  well-known  land 

And  kneeling  kifs'd  the  happy  ftrand. 

**  And  do  I  then  draw  native  air, 

**^  After  an  age  of  toil  and  care? 

**  O  welcome  parent  iHe  !  no  more 

'*  The  vagrant  fhall  defert  thy  lhore> 

"  But,  flying  to  thy  kind  embrace, 

'«*  Here  end  his  life's  laborious  race.'* 

So  when  the  Hag,  intent  to  rove. 

Quits  the  fafe  park  and  fheltering  grove. 

Tops  the  high  pale,  llrolis  unconfin'd. 

And  leaves  the  lazy  herd  behind, 

Bleft  in  his  happy  change  a  while. 

Corn  fields  and  flowery  meadows  fmlle,. 

The  pamper'd  beall  enjoys  the  fpoil ; 
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Till  on  the  next  returning  morn, 

Alarm'd,  he  hears  the  fatal  horn ; 

Before  the  ftaunch,  blood-thirfty  hounds. 

Panting,  o'er  hills  unknown  he  bounds. 

With  clamour  every  wood  refounds : 

He  creeps  the  thorny  brakes  with  pain. 

He  feeks  the  diftant  ftream  in  vain. 

And  now,  by  fad  experience  wife. 

To  his  dear  home  the  rambler  flies ; 
His  -old  inclofure  gains  once  more, 
And  joins  the  herd  he  fcorn'd  before. 

Nor  are  his  labours  finifh'd  yet. 
Hunger  and  thirft,  and  pain  and  fweat. 
And  many  a  tedious  mile  remains. 
Before  his  brother's  houfe  he  gains. 
Without  one  doit  his  purfe  to  blefs. 
Nor  very  elegant  his  drefs ; 
With  a  tarr'd  jump,  a  crooked  bat. 
Scarce  one  whole  fhoe,  and  half  a  hat; 
From  door  to  door  the  flroller  Ikip'd, 
Sometimes  relieved,  but  oftener  whipp'd; 
Sun-burnt  and  ragged,  on  he  fares. 
At  laft  the  manfion-houfe  appears. 
Timely  relief  for  all  his  cares. 
Around  he  gaz'd,  his  greedy  fight 
Devours  each  objedl  with  delight; 
Through  each  known  haunt  tranfported  roves. 
Gay  fmiling  fields,  and  fhady  groves. 
Once  confcious  of  his  youthful  loves. 
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About  the  hofpi  table  gate 
Crowds  of  dejefted  wretches  wait; 
Each  day  kind  Bob's  difFufive  hand, 
Chear'd  and  refrefh'd  the  tatter'd  band. 
Proud  the  moft  god-like  joy  to  fliare. 
He  fed  the  hungry,  cloath'd  the  bare. 
Frank  amongft  thefe  his  ilation  chofe. 
With  looks  revealing  inward  woes ; 
When,  lo !  with  wonder  and  furprize. 
He  law  dame  Fortune  in  difguife ; 
He  faw,  but  fcarce  believ'd  his  eyes. 
Her  fawning  fmiles,  her  tricking  air. 
Til'  egregious  hypocrite  declare ; 
A  gypfy's  mantle  round  her  fpread. 
Of  various  dye,  white,  yellow,  red ; 
Strange  feats  (he  promis'd,  clamour'd  loud. 
And  vv'ith  her  cant  amus'd  the  crowd : 
There  every  day  impatient  ply'd, 
Puili'd  to  get  in,  but  ftill  deny'd; 
For  Bob,  who  knew  the  fubtle  whore, 
Thruft  the  falfe  vagrant  from  his  door. 
But,  when  the  Granger's  face  he  view'd. 
With  no  deceitful  tears  bedew'd. 
His  boding  heart  began  to  melt. 
And  more  than  ufual  pity  felt : 
He  trac'd  his  features  o'er  and  o'er. 
That  fpoke  him  better  born,  though  poor,, 
Though  cloath'd  in  rags,  genteel  his  mien. 
That  face  he  fomewhere  mull  have  feen; 
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Nature  at  lafl  reveals  the  truth. 
He  knows,  and  owns  the  haplcfs  youth. 
Surpriz'd,  and  fpeechlefs,  both  embrace. 
And  mingling  tears  o'erflovv  each  face; 
Till  Bob  thus  eas'd  his  labouring  thought. 
And  this  inftrudive  moral  taught. 
Welcome,  my  brother,  to  my  longing  arms. 
Here  on  my  bofom  reft  fecure  from  harms ; 
See  Fortune  there,  that  falfe  delufive  jade. 
To  whom  thy  prayers  and  ardent  vows  were  paid : 
She  (like  her  fex)  the  fond  purfuer  flies ; 
But  flight  the  jilt,  and  at  thy  feet  flie  dies. 
Now  fafe  in  port,  indulge  thyfelf  on  fliore. 
Oh,  tempt  the  faithlels  winds  and  feas  no  more ; 
Let  unavailing  toils,  and  dangers  paft, 
Though  late,  this  ufeful  leflTon  teach  at  laft. 
True  happinefs  is  only  to  be  found 
In  a  contented  mind,  a  body  found. 
All  elfe  is  dream,  a  dance  on  fairy  ground: 
While  reftlefs  focls  each  idle  whim  purfue. 
And  ftill  one  wifli  obtain'd  creates  a  new. 
Like  froward  babes,  the  toys  they  have,  deteft. 
While  ftill  the  neweft  trifle  pleafes  beft : 
Let  us,  my  brother,  rich  in  wifdom's  ftore. 
What  Heaven  has  lent,  enjoy,  nor  covet  more ; 
Subdue  our  paflions,  curb  their  faucy  rage. 
And  to  ourfelves  reftore  the  golden  age. 
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THE   DEVIL    OUTWITTED: 

A       TALE. 
Vicar  liv'd  on  this  fide  Trent, 


A 


Religious,  learn'd,  benevolent. 
Pure  wa.s  his  life,  in  deed,  word,  thought, 
A  comment  on  the  truths  he  taught : 
His  parifli  large,  his  income  fmall. 
Yet  feldom  wanted  wherewithal; 
For  againfi  every  merry  tide 
Madam  would  carefully  provide. 
A  painful  paftOr ;  but  his  iheep, 
Alas  1  within  no  bounds  would  keep  ; 
A  fcabby  flock,  that  every  day 
Run  riot,  and  would  go  aftray. 
He  thump'd  his  culhion,  fretted,  vext, 
Thump'd  o'er  again  each  ufeful  text; 
Rebuk'd,  exhorted,  all  in  vain. 
His  parifli  was  the  more  profane : 
The  fcrubs  would  have  their  wicked  will. 
And  cunning  Satan  triumphed  flill. 
At  laft,  when  each  expedient  fail'd. 
And  fcrlous  meafures  nought  avail'd. 
It  came  into  his  head,  to  try 
The  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 
The  gcod  man  was  by  nature  gay. 
Could  gibe  and  joke,  as  well  as  pray; 
Not  like  fome  hide -bound  folk,  who  chace 
Each  merry  fmile  from  their  dull  face, 
And -think  pride  zeal,  ill-nature  grace. 

At 
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At  chrillenings  and  each  jovial  fcall. 

He  fingled  out  -the  finful  beail : 

Let  all  his  pointed  arrows  fly. 

Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  fly. 

And  left  my  mafl;ers  to  apply. 

His  tales  were  humorous,  often  true. 

And  now  and  then  fet  off  to  view 

With  lucky  fidions  and  flieer  wit, 

Thr.t  pierc'd,  where  truth  could  never  hit. 

Tiie  hiugh  was  always  on  his  fide. 

While  paflive  fools  by  turns  deride  ; 

And,  giggling  thus  at  one  another. 

Each  jeering  lout  reform'd  his  brother  ; 

Till  the  whole  parifti  was  with  cafe 

Sham'd  into  virtue  by  degrees  : 

Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  tale. 

When  Chryfofl:om  and  Auftin  fail. 

THE    OFFICIOUS     MESSENGER; 

A        TALE. 

TV/TAN,  of  precarious  fcience  vain. 

Treats  other  creatures  with  difdaln ; 
Nor  Pug  nor  fliock  have  common  fenfe. 
Nor  even  Pol  the  leaft  pretence. 
Though  flie  prates  better  than  us  all. 
To  be  accounted  rational. 
The  brute  creation  here  below. 
It  feems,  is  nature's  puppet-ihow  5 

But 
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But  clock-work  all,  and  mere  machine. 

What  can  thefe  idle  gimcracks  mean  ? 

Ye  world-makers  of  Grelham-hall, 

Dog  rover  fhall  confute  you  all ; 

Shall  prove  that  every  reafoning  brute 

Like  Ben  of  Bangor  can  difpute  ; 

Can  apprehend,  judge,  fyllogize. 

Or  like  proud  Bentley  criticize  : 

At  a  moot  point,  or  odd  difaller. 

Is  often  wifer  than  his  mafter. 

He  may  miiliake  fometimes,  'tis  true. 

None  are  infallible  but  you. 

The  dog  whom  nothing  can  miflead 

Muft  be  a  dog  of  parts  indeed : 

But  to  my  tale ;  hear  me,  my  friend. 

And  with  due  gravity  attend. 
Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed. 

Well-born,  and  of  the  fetting  breed  ; 

Rang'd  high,  was  ftout,  of  nofe  acute, 

A  very  learn'd  and  courteous  brute. 

In  parallel  lines  his  ground  he  beat. 

Not  fuch  as  in  one  centre  meet. 

In  thofe  let  blundering  dodlors  deal. 

His  were  exadly  parallel. 

When  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 

Down  ciofe  he  fmks,  and  eyes  his  prey. 

Though  different  paflions  tempt  his  foul. 

True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole. 

He  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies,  •* 

The  floating  net  above  him  flies,  > 

Then,  dropping,  fweeps  the  fluttering  prize.       3 

Nor 
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Nor  this  his  only  excellence  : 
When  furly  farmers  took  ofFence, 
And  the  rank  corn  the  fport  deny'd. 
Still  faithful  to  his  mailer's  fide, 
A  thcufand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd. 
And  chearful  each  command  obey'd: 
Humble  his  mind,  though  great  his  wit. 
Would  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  fpit ; 
Would  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  Hicks, 
And  forty  fuch  diverting  tricks. 
Nor  Partridge,  nor  wife  Gadbury, 
Could  find  loft  goods  fo  foon  as  he ; 
Bid  him  go  back  a  mile  or  more. 
And  feek  the  glove  you  hid  before. 
Sill  his  unerring  nofe  would  wind  it. 
If  above  ground,  was  fure  to  find  it ; 
Whimpering  for  joy  his  mafter  greet. 
And  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet. 

But  hold— it  cannot  be  deny'd. 
That  ufeful  talents  mifapply'd. 
May  make  wild  work.     It  hapt  one  day. 
Squire  Lobb,  liis  mafter,  took  his  way. 
New  fhav'd,  and  fmug,  and  very  tight. 
To  compliment  a  neighbouring  knight ; 
In  his  beft  trowfers  he  appears 
(A  comely  perfon  for  his  years) ; 
And  clean  white  drawers,  that  many  a  day- 
la  lavender  and  rofe-cakes  lay. 
Acrofs  his  brawny  fhoulders  ftrung. 
On  his  left  fide  his  da^gger  hung  j 

Dead. 
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Dead-doing  blade  !   a  dreadful  guell. 
Or  in  the  field,  or  at  the  feaft. 
No  Franklin  carving  of  a  chine 
At  ChriHide,  ever  look'd  fo  fine. 
With  him  obfequious  Rover  trudg'd. 
Nor  from  his  heels  one  moment  budg'd: 
A  while  they  travell'd,  when  within 
Poor  Lobb  perceiv'd  a  rumbling  din  : 
Then  warring  winds,  for  want  of  vent. 
Shook  all  his  earthly  tenement. 
So  in  the  body  politick 
(For  fiiates  fometimes,  like  men,  are  fick) 
Dark  faftion  mutters  through  the  crowd. 
Ere  bare-fac'd  treafon  roars  aloud  : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigefted 
His  labouring  entrails  had  infelled. 
Or  lafl  night's  load  of  bottled  ale. 
Grown  mutinous,  was  breaking  gaol: 
The  caufe  of  this  his  aukward  pain. 
Let  Johnfton  or  let  H — th  explain; 
Whofe  learned  nofes  may  difcover. 
Why  nature's  ftink-pot  thus  ran  over. 
My  province  is  th'  effc€t  to  trace> 
And  give  each  point  its  proper  grace, 
1'h'  effeft,  O  lamentable  cafe  ! 
Long  had  he  ftruggled,  but  in  vain. 
The  fadlious  tumult  to  reflrain : 
What  fhould  he  do  ?  Th'  unruly  rout 
Prefs'd  on,  and  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 
T'  unbutton,  and  to  let  all  out. 
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The  trowfers  foon  his  will  obey  ! 

Not  (o  his  ftubborn  drciwers,  for  they. 

Beneath  his  hanging  paunch  clofe  ty'd. 

His  utmoft  art  and  pains  defy'd  : 

He  drew  his  dagger  on  the  fpot, 

Refolv'd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot. 

Jn  the  fame  roadjuft  then  pafs'd  by 

(Such  was  the  will  of  deiliny) 

The  courteous  curate  of  the  place. 

Good-nature  fhone  o'er  all  his  face  ; 

Surpriz'd  the  flaming  blade  to  view. 

And  deeming  flaughter  muil  enfue. 

Oft  from  his  hack  himfelf  he  threw. 

Then  without  ceremony  feiz'd 

The  fquire,  impatient  to  be  eas'd. 

**  Lord  !    Mailer  Lobb,  who  would  have  thought 

**  The  fiend  had  e'er  fo  firongly  wrought? 

*'  Is  fuicide  fo  flight  a  fault  ? 

**  Rip  up  thy  guts,  man!  What — go  quick' 

*'  To  hell  ?   Outrageous  lunatick  ! 

*'  But,  by  the  blefTmg,  I  '11  prevent 

♦'  With  this  right  hand,  thy  foul  intent." 

Then  gripp'd  the  dagger  fall:  the  fquire. 

Like  Peleus'  fon,  look'd  pale  witli  ire  ; 

While  the  good  man  like  Pallas  flood. 

And  check'd  his  eager  thirll  for  blcod. 

At  lail,  when  both  a  while  had  ilrain'd. 

Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  the  conqueil  gain'd. 

The  curate  in  all  points  obey'd, 

Into  the  flieath  reiurns  the  blade: 

Bat 
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But  firH  th'  unhappy  fquire  he  fvvore, 

T'  attempt  upon  his  life  no  more. 

With  fage  advice  his  fpeech  he  clos'd. 

And  left  him  (as  he  thought)  compos'd. 

But  was  it  fo,  friend  Lobb  ?  I  own. 

Misfortune  feldom  comes  alone ; 

Satan  fupplies  the  fwelling  tide. 

And  ills  on  ills  are  multiply 'd. 

Subdued  and  all  his  meafures  broke. 

His  purpofe  and  intent  miftook ; 

Within  his  drawers,  alas !  he  found 

His  f^uts  let  cut  without  a  wound  : 

For,  in  the  conflidl,  draining  hard. 

He  left  his  poUern-gate  unbarr'd; 

Moft  woefully  bedawb'd,  he  moans 

His  piteous  cafe,  he  fighs,  he  groans. 

To  lofe  his  dinner,  and  return. 

Was  very  hard  not  to  be  borne  : 

Hunger,  they  fay,  parent  of  arts, 

Will  make  a  fool  a  man  of  parts. 

The  fharp-fet  fquire  refolves  at  laft, 

Whate'er  befel  him  not  to  fall ; 

He  mus'd  a  while,  chaf 'd,  Urain'd  his  wits. 

At  laft  on  this  expedient  hits ; 

To  the  next  brook  with  fober  pace 

He  tends,  preparing  to  uncafe, 

Straddling  and  muttering  all  the  way, 

Curs'd  inwardly  th'  unlucky  day. 

Tlie  coaft  now  clear,  no  foul  in  view. 

Off  in  a  trice  his  trowfers  drew ; 

More 
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More  leifureiy  his  drawers,  for  care 

And  caution  was  convenient  there : 

So  faft  the  plaifter'd  birdlime  ftuck. 

The  ikin  came  off  with  every  pluck. 

Sorely  ke  gaul'd  each  brawny  ham  ; 

Nor  other  parts  efcap'd,  which  fname 

Forbids  a  bafliful  Mufe  to  name. 

Not  without  pain  the  v/ork  atchiev'd, 

He  fcrubb'd  and  wa{h'd  the  parts  aggriev'd; 

Then,  vv'ith  nice  hand  and  look  fedate. 

Folds  up  his  drawers,  with  their  rich  freight. 

And  hides  them  in  a  bufn,  at  leifure 

Refolv'd  to  fetch  his  hidden  treafure : 

The  trufty  Rover  lay  hard  by, 

Obferving  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  rigg'd  again,  once  more  a  beau. 
And  matters  iix'd  in  fiatu  quo, 
Brlfk  as  a  fnake  in  merry  May, 
That  juft  has  call  his  flcugh  away, 
Gladfome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  green. 
As  he  prefum'd  both  fweet  and  clean  ; 
For,  oh !   amoRgft  us  mortal  elves. 
How  few  there  are  fmeL  out  themfelves ! 
With  a  mole's  ear,  and  eagle's  eye, 
And  with  a  blood-hound's  nofe,  we  fly 
On  others'  faults  implacably. 
But  where  's  that  ear,  that  eye,  that  nofe, 
Againft  its  mafter  will  depofe  ? 
Ruddy  Mifs  Prue,   nith  golden  hair. 
Stinks  like  a  pole-cat  or  a  bear. 

Yet 
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Yet  romps  about  me  every  day. 
Sweeter,  flie  thinks,  than  new-made  hay. 
Lord  Plaufible,  at  Tom's  and  WilPs, 
Whofe  poifonous  breath  in  whifpers  kills 
Still  buzzes  in  my  ear,  nor  knows 
What  fatal  fecrets  he  bellows : 
Let  him  dellroy  each  day  a  fcore, 
'Tis  mere  chance-medley,  and  no  more. 
In  fine:^  felf-love  bribes  every  fenfe. 
And  all  at  home  is  excellence. 

The  fquire  arriv'd  in  decent  plight. 
With  reverence  due  falutes  the  knight; 
Compliments  pail:,  the  dinner-bell 
Rung  quick  and  loud,  harmonious  knell 
To  greedy  Lob  !    Th'  Orphean  lyre 
Did  ne'er  fuch  rapturous  joy  infpire  ; 
Though  this  the  lavage  throng  obey. 
That  hanger  tames  more  fierce  than  they. 
In  comely  order  now  appear.  If 

The  footmen  loaded  with  good  cheer,  J* 

Her  ladyfhip  brought  up  the  rear,  J 

Simpering  fhe  lifps,  "  Your  fervant,  fir— 
**  The  ways  are  bad>  one  can't  well  fur 
**  Abroad — or  'twere  indeed  unkind 
"  To  leave  good  Mrs.  Lobb  behind — 
*'  She's  well,  I  hope — Mailer,  they  fay, 
**  Comes  on  apace — How's  Mifs,  I  pray  ?" 
Lobb'd  bov/'d,  andcring'd;  and,  muttering  low. 
Made  for  his  chaii-,  would  fain  fall- to. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  weighty  points  adjufted,  foon 

My  lady  brandilhes  her  fpoon. 

Unhappy  Lobb,  pleas'd  with  his  treat. 

And  minding  nothing  but  his  meat. 

Too  near  the  fire  had  chofe  his  feat : 

When,  oh!   th' effluvia  of  his  bum 

Begin  amain  to  fcent  the  room, 

Ambrofial  fweets,  and  rich  perfume. 

The  flickering  footman  flopt  his  nofe ; 

The  chaplain  too,  under  the  rofe, 

Made  aukward  mouths ;  the  knight  took  fnufF; 

Her  ladyfhip  began  to  huff; 

*'  Indeed,  Sir  John — pray,  good  my  dear— 

*'  'Tis  wrong  to  make  your  kennel  here— 

"  Dogs  in  their  place  are  good,  I  own— 

^'  But  in  the  parlour — fohl — be  gone.'* 

Now  Rockwood  leaves  th'  unfinifh'd  bone, 
Banifli'd  for  failings  not  his  own; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidler  could  obtain. 
And  favourite  Virgin  fawn'd  in  vain. 
The  fervants,  to  the  fcranger  kind, 
Leave  trufty  Rover  flill  behind ; 
But  Lobb,  who  would  not  feem  to  be 
Defcdivc  in  civility. 
And,  for  removing  of  all  doubt. 
Knitting  his  brows,  bids  him  get  out : 
By  figns  expreifes  his  command. 
And  to  the  door  points  with  his  hand. 
The  dog,  or  through  miftake  or  fpight 
(Grave  authors  have  not  fet  us  right). 

Vol.  XLL  E  Fled 
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Fled  back  the  very  way  he  came. 

And  in  the  bulh  foon  found  his  game ; 

Brought  in  his  mouth  the  favoury  load. 

And  at  his  mailer's  elbow  ftood. 

O  Lobb,  what  idioms  can  exprefs 

Thy  flrange  confufion  and  diftrefs. 

When  on  the  floor  the  drawers  difplay'd 

The  fulfome  fecret  had  bewray'd  ? 

No  traitor,  when  his  hand  and  feal 

Produc'd  his  dark  defigns  reveal, 

E'er  look'd  with  fuch  a  hanging  face. 

As  Lobb  half-dead  at  this  difgrace. 

Wild-ftaring,  thunder-flruck,  and  dumb. 

While  peals  of  laughter  fliake  the  room ; 

Each  fafli  thrown  up  to  let  in  'air. 

The  knight  fell  backward  in  his  chair, 

Laugh'd  till  his  heart-firings  almoft  break. 

The  chaplain  giggled  for  a  week ; 

Her  ladylhip  began  to  call. 

For  hartihcrn,  and  her  Abigail; 

The  fervants  chuckled  at  the  door. 

And  all  was  clamour  and  uproar. 

Rover,  who  now  began  to  quake. 

As  confcioQS  of  his  foul  miftake, 

Truils  to  his  heels  to  fave  his  life ; 

The  fquire  fneaks  home,  and  beats  his  wife, 
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The   inquisitive   BRIDEGROOM: 

A        TALE. 

Tj^RANK  PLUME,  a  fpark  about  the  town^ 

Now  weary  of  intriguing  grown. 
Thought  it  advifeable  to  wed. 
And  chufe  a  partner  of  his  bed. 
Virtuous  and  chafte — Aye,  right — but  where 
Is  there  a  nymph  that's  chafte  as  fair? 
A  blefiing  to  be  priz'd,  but  rare. 
For  continence  penurious  heaven 
With  a  too  fparing  hand  has  given  ; 
A  plant  but  feldom  to  be  found. 
And  thrives  but  ill  on  Britifti  ground. 
Should  our  adventurer  halle  on  board. 
And  fee  v/hat  foreign  foils  afford  ? 
Where  watchful  dragons  guard  the  prize. 
And  jealous  dons  have  Argus'  eyes. 
Where  the  rich  caflcet,  clofe  immur'd. 
Is  under  lock  and  key  fecur'd  ? 
No — Frank,  by  long  experience  wife. 
Had  known  thefe  forts  took  by  furprize.. 
Nature  in  fpite  of  art  prevaiPd, 
And  all  their  vigilance  had  fail'd. 
The  youth  was  puzzled — fhouli  he  go 
And  fcale  a  convent  ?  would  that  do  ? 
Is  nuns-flefh  always  good  and  fweet? 
Fly-blown  fometimes,  not  fit  to  eat» 

E2-  wea 
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Well — he  refolves  to  do  his  befi, 

And  prudently  contrives  this  tell; 

If  the  laft  favour  I  obtain, 

And  the  nymph  yield,  the  cafe  is  plain : 

Marry'd,  Ihe  '11  play  the  fame  odd  prank 

With  others — Ihe  's  no  wife  for  Frank. 

But,  could  I  find  a  female  heart 

Impregnable  to  force  or  art. 

That  all  my  batteries  could  vvithftand. 

The  fap,  and  even  fvvord  in  hand ; 

Ye  Gods !  how  happy  fhould  I  be. 

From  each  perplexing  thought  fet  free. 

From  cuckoldom,  andjealoufy! 

The  projedl  pleas'd.    He  now  appears, 

And  fhines  in  all  his  killing  airs. 

And  every  ufefal  toy  prepares. 

New  opera  tunes,  and  billet-doux. 

The  clouded  cane,  and  red-heel'd  (hoes; 

;Nor  the  clock-flocking  was  forgot, 

Th'  embroider'd  coat,  and  fhoulder-knot : 

All  that  a  woman's  heart  might  move. 

The  potent  trumpery  of  love. 

Here  importunity  prevails. 

There  tears  in  floods,  or  lighs  in  gales. 

Now,  in  the  lucky  moment  try'd. 

Low  at  his  feet  the  fair-one  dy'd. 

For  Strephon  would  not  be  deny'd. 

Then,  if  no  motives  could  perfuade, 

A  golden  fhower  debauch'd  the  maid, 

T'he  miilrefs  truckled,  and  obey'd. 
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To  modefty  a  fham  pretence 
Gain'd  fome,  others  impertinence  ; 
But  moH:,  plain  downright  impudence. 
Like  Ca^far,  now  he  conquer'd  all. 
The  vaflal  fex  before  him  fall ; 
Wherce'er  he  march'd,  flaughter  enfued. 
He  came,  he  faw,  and  he  fubducd. 
At  length  a  ftubborn  nymph  he  found. 
For  bold  Camilla  Hood  her  ground; 
Parry 'd  his  thrufts  with  equal  art. 
And  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart : 
She  kept  the  hero  ftill  in  play. 
And  ftill  maintained  the  doubtful  day. 
Here  he  refolves  to  make  a  ftand. 
Take  her,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 
The  jolly  prieft  foon  ty'd  the  knot. 
The  lufcious  tale  was  not  forgot. 
Then  empty'd  both  his  pipe  and  pot. 
The  pofTet  drunk,  the  flocking  thrown,.  •% 

The  candles  out,  the  curtains  drawn,,  S- 

And  fir  and  madam  all  alone ;  J 

*'  My  dear,"  faid  he,  **  I  frrove,  you  know> 
*'  To  tafte  the  joys  you  now  beftow, 
**  All  my  perfuafive  arts  I  try'd, 
*'  But  ftill  relentlefs.you  deny'dj 
•'  Tell  me,  inexorable  fair, 
"  How  could  you,  thus  attack'd,  forbear  r" 
**  Swear  to  forgive  what 's  paft,"  ftie  cry'd;  *) 

*'  The  naked  truth  Ihan't  be  deny'd."  L 

He  didi  the  baggage  thus  reply 'd;  .  j 

E  3  Deceived 
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Deceiv'd  fo  many  times  before 
By  your  falfe  fex,  I  rafhly  fvvcre. 
To  truft  deceitful  man  no  more. 


BACCHUS     TRIUMPHANT: 

A        TALE. 

'•^  T7  O  R  fliame,  faid  Ebony,  for  ihame, 

*'  Tom  Ruby,  troth,  you  're  much  to  blame, 
*'  To  drink  at  this  confounded  rate, 
•**  To  guzzle  thus,  early  and  late!" 

Poor  Tom,  who  juft  had  took  his  whet. 
And  at  the  door  his  uncle  met, 
Surpriz*d  and  thunder-ftruck,  would  fain 
Make  his  efcape,  but,  oh !  in  vain. 
Each  blufli,  that  glow'd  with  an  ill  grace, 
Lighted  the  flambeaux  in  his  face ; 
No  loop-hole  left,  no  flight  pretence. 
To  palliate  the  foul  offence. 
**  I  own,"  faid  he,  "  I  'm  very  bad— 
'*'  A  fot— incorrigibly  mad — 
*'  But,  fir — I  thank  you  for  your  love, 
**  And  by  your  ledures  would  improve: 
*'  Yet,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  the  flreet 
*'  For  conference  is  not  fo  meet. 
**  Here  in  this  room — nay,  fir,  come  in— 
'*  Expcfe,  challife  me  for  my  fm; 
'*  Exert  each  trope,  your  utmoft  art, 
■**  To  touch  this  fenlelefs,  flinty  heart. 
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*^  I 'm  confcious  of  my  guilt,   'tis  true,  "j 

**  But  yet  I  know  my  frailty  too;  V 

*'  A  fli<^ht  rebuke  will  never  do.  J 

o 

**  Urge  home  my  faults  — come  in,  I  pray — 
**  Let  not  my  foul  be  caft  away." 

Wife  Ebony,  who  deem'd  it  good 
T'  encourage  by  all  means  he  could 
Thefe  firft  appearances  of  grace, 
FoUow'd  up  ftairs,  and  took  his  place. 
The  bottle  and  the  cruft  appear'd, 
And  wily  Tom  demurely  fneer'd. 
''  My  duty,  fir!"—"  Thank  you,  kind  Tom!'*— 
*'  Again, an'tpleafe you!" — "Thankyou!  Come — " 
**  Sorrow  is  dry — I  mull  once  more — '* 
**  Nay  Tom,  I  told  you  at  the  door 
"  I  would  not  drink — what!   before  dinner?— 
'*  Not  one  glafs  more,  as  I  'm  a  fmner— 
*'  Come,  to  the  point  in  hand;  is  't  fit 
"  A  man  of  your  good  fenfe  and  wit 
**  Thofe  parts  which  heaven  beftow'd  fhould  drown, 
*'  A  butt  to  all  the  fots  in  town? 
*'  Why  tell  me,  Tom — What  fort  can  ftand 
**  (Though  regular,  and  bravely  mann*d) 
**  If  night  and  day  the  fierce  foe  plies 
*'  With  never-ceafmg  batteries; 
**  Will  there  not  be  a  breach  at  laft?" — 
*'  Uncle,  'tis  true— forgive  what's  pall." 
*'  But  if  nor  intereft,  nor  fame, 
**  Nor  health,  can  your  dull  foul  reclaim, 

E  4  <'  Hall 
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**  Haft  not  a. confcience,  man?  no  thought 
*'  Of  an  hereafter?  dear  are  bought 
**  Thefe  fenfual  pleafures;" — **  I  relent, 
**  Kind  fir; — but  give  your  zeal  a  vent — " 
Then,  pouting,  hung  his  head;  yet  ftill 
Took  care  his  uncle's  glafs  to  fill. 
Which  as  his  hurry'd  fpirits  funk. 
Unwittingly,  good  man  !  he  drunk. 
Each  pint,  alas  !  drew  on  the  next. 
Old  Ebony  ftuck  to  his  text. 
Grown  warm,  like  any  angel  fpoke. 
Till  intervening  hickups  broke 
The  weil-ftrung  argument.     Poor  Tom 
Was  now  too  forward  to  reel  home. 
That  preaching  Hill,  this  ftill  repenting. 
Both  equally  to  drink  confenting. 
Till  both  brimfull  could  f»vill  no  more. 
And  fell  dead  drunk  upon  the  floor. 
Bacchus,  the  jolly  God,  who  fate 
Wide-ftraddling  o'er  his  tun  in  ftate,      • 
Clofe  by  the  window  fide,  from  whence 
He  heard  this  weighty  conference; 
Joy  kindling  in  his  ruddy  cheeks. 
Thus  the  indulgent  godhead  fpeaks: 
**  Frail  mortals  know,  Reafon  in  vain 
**  Rebels,  and  would  diihirb  my  reign. 
«*  See  there  the  fophiiler  overthrown, 
•'  With  ftrongcr  arguments  knock'd  down 
«*  Than  e'er  in  wrangling  fchools  were  known ! 
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*'  The  wine  that  fparkles  in  this  glafs 

**  Smooths  every  brow,  gilds  every  face  : 

*'  As  vapours  when  the  fun  appears, 

*'   Far  hence  anxieties  and  fears : 

*'  Grave  ermine  fmiles,  lawn  fleeves  grow  gay, 

**  Each  haughty  monarch  owns  my  fway, 

**  And  cardinals  and  popes  obey  : 

"  Ev'n  Cato  drank  his  glafs,   'twas  I 

*'  Taught  the  brave  patriot  how  to  die 

*'  For  injur'd  Rome  and  Liberty  ; 

**  'Twas  I  who  with  immortal  lays 

**  Infpir'd  the  bard  that  fung  his  praife.. 

*'  Let  dull  unfociable  fools 

*^  Loll  in  their  cells,  and  live  by  rules ; 

*'  My  votaries,  in  gay  delight 

**   And  mirth,    fhall  revel  all  the  night; 

*'   A61  well  their  parts  on  lifers  dull  ftage, 

*<  And  make  each  moment  v/orth  an  age." 

The  NIGHT-WALKER  RECLAIM'D: 
A        TALE. 

T  N  thofe  bleft  days  of  jubilee. 

When  pious  Charles  fet  England  free 
From  canting  and  hypocrify  ; 
Molt  gracicully  to  all  reiloring 
Their  ancient  privilege  of  whoring  ; 
There  liv'd,  but  'tis  no  matter  where. 
The  fun  of  an  old  cavalier ; 

Of 
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Of  ancient  lineage  was  the  fquire, 

A  man  of  mettle  and  of  fire  ; 

Clean-fliap'd,  well-limb'd,  black-ey'd,  and  tall. 

Made  a  good  figure  at  a  ball, 

And  only  wanted  wherewithal. 

His  penfion  was  ill-paid  and  flrait. 

Full  many  a  loyal  hero's  fate  : 

Often  half  ftarv'd,  and  often  out 

At  elbows,  an  hard  cafe,  no  doubt. 

Sometimes  perhaps  a  lucky  main 

Prudently  manag'd  in  Long-Lane 

Repair'd  the  thread-bare  beau  again  ; 

And  now  and  then  fome  fecret  favours. 

The  kind  returns  of  pious  labours, 

Enrich'd  the  ftrong  and  vigorous  lover. 

His  honour  liv  d  a  while  in  clover. 

For  (to  fay  truth)  it  is  but  jult, 

"Where  all  things  are  decay'd  but  lull. 

That  ladies  of  maturer  ages 

Give  citron- water  and  good  wages. 

Thus  far  Tom  Wild  had  made  a  fhift. 
And  got  good  helps  at  a  dead  lift ; 
But  John,  his  humble  meagre  flave. 
One  foot  already  in  the  grave, 
Hide-bound  as  one  of  Pharaoh's  kine, 
With  good  Duke  Numps  was  forc'd  to  dine; 
Yet  fiill  the  thoughtful  fcrious  elf 
Would  not  be  wanting  to  himfelf; 
Bore  up  againft  both  tide  and  wind, 
Turn'd  every  projedl  in  his  mind. 
And  each  expedient  weigh'd,  to  find 

A  re- 
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A  remedy  in  this  diftrcfs. 

Some  God— -(nay,  fir,  fuppofe  no  lefs, 

P'or  in  this  hard  and  knotty  cafe, 

T'  employ  a  God  is  no  difgrace  ; 

Though  Mercury  be  fent  from  Jove, 

Or  Iris  wing  it  from  above) 

Some  God,  I  fay,  infpir'd  the  knave. 

His  mafter  and  himfclf  to  fave. 

As  both  went  fupperlefs  to  bed 
One  night  (firft  fcratching  of  his  head) 
*'  Alas  !'*  quoth  John,  *'  fir,  'tis  hard  fare 
*'  To  fuck  one's  thumbs,  and  live  on  air  ; 
*'  To  reel  from  pillar  unto  poft, 
*'   An  empty  fhade,  a  walking  ghoft  ; 
**  To  hear  one's  guts  make  piteous  moan, 
"  1  hofe  worft  of  duns,  and  yet  not  one, 
*'  One  mouldy  fcrap  to  fatisf/ 
**  Their  craving  importunity. 
~*'  Nay — Good  your  honour  pleafe  to  hear** 
(And  then  the  varlet  dropt  a  tear) 
**  A  projed  forfti'd  in  this  dull  brain, 
^*  Shall  fet  us  all  adrift  again  ; 
**  A  projeft,  fir,  nay,  let  me  tell  ye, 
'*  Shall  fill  your  pockets,  and  my  belly. 
•*  Know  then,  old  Gripe  is  dead  of  late,  ^ 

'**  Who  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  rate,  S 

**  Your  manor-houfe  and  fine  eftate.  J 

**  Nay,  Hare  not,  fir:  by  G —  'tis  true 
"**  The  devil  for  once  has  got  his  due : 

**  The 
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**  The  rafcal  has  left  everv  penny, 

"  To  his  old  maiden  fifter  Jenny: 

*'  Go,  clafp  the  dowdy  in  your  arms, 

**  Nor  want  you  bread,  though  fhe  want  charms  : 

*'  Cajole  the  dirty  drab,  and  then 

'*  The  man  Ihall  have  his  mare  again ; 

«'  Clod-Hall  is  yours,  your  houfe,  your  rents, 

•'  And  all  your  lands,  and  tenements »'* 

*'  Faith,  John,"  faidhe,  (then  lick'dhis  chops) 
''  This  projeft  gives  indeed  fome  hopes : 
**  But  curfed  hard  the  terms,  to  marry, 
*'  To  ftick  to  one,   and  never  vary; 
* '  And  that  one  old  and  ugly  too  : 
**  Frail  mortals,  tell  me  what  to  do  r" 

**  For  that,"  faid  John,  **  truft  me  ;  my  treat 
"  Shan't  be  one  ill-drefs'd  dilh  of  meat ; 
**  Let  but  your  honour  be  my  gueft, 
**  Variety  fhall  crown  the  feail." 

*♦  'Ti^  done,"  reply'd  Tom  Wild,  "  'tis  done, 
•«  The  flag  hangs  out,  the  fort  is  won  ; 
**  Ne'er  doubt  my  vigorous  attacks, 
<*  Come  to  my  arms,  my  *  Sycorax  ; 
'*  Bold  in  thy  right  we  mount  our  throne> 
•*  And  all  the  iiland  is  our  own." 

Well — forth  they  rode,  both  Squire  and  John  ; 
Here  might  a  florid  bard  make  known. 
His  horfe's  virtues,  and  his  own; 
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•  See  Dryden's  Tempeft,  altered  from  Shakefpeare. 
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A  thcufand  prodigies  advance. 
Retailing  every  circumftance. 
But  I,  who  am  not  over-nice. 
And  always  love  to  be  concife. 
Shall  let  the  courteous  reader  guefs 
The  fquire's  accoutrements  and  drefs, 

Suppofe  we  then  the  gentle  youth 
Laid  at  her  feet,  all  love,  ail  truth  ; 
Karan-guing  it  in  verfe  and  profe, 
A  mount  her  forehead  white  with  fnows. 
Her  cheeks  the  lily  and  the  rofe  ; 
Her  ivory  teeth,  her  coral  lips, 
Her  well-turn'd  ears.,  whofe  ruby  tips 
Afford  a  thoufand  compliments. 
Which  he,   fond  youth,  profufely  vents ; 
The  pretty  dimple  in  her  chin. 
The  den  of  Love,  who  lurks  within. 
But,  oh  !   the  lullre  of  her  eyes. 
Nor  ftars,  nor  moon,  nor  fun  fuffice. 
He  vows,  protefts,  raves,  fmks,  and  dies. 
Much  of  her  breafts  he  fpoke,  and  hair. 
In  terms  moil:  elegant  and  rare  ; 
Call'd  her  the  goddefs  he  ador'd. 
And  in  heroic  fuiHan  foar'd. 
For,  though  the  youth  could  well  explain 
His  mind  in  a  more  humble  ftrain ; 
Yet  Ovid  and  the  wits  agree. 
That  a  true  lover's  fpeech  Ihould  be 
In  rapture  and  in  ilmile. 
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Imagine  now,  all  points  put  right. 
The  fiddles  and  the  wedding-night ; 
Each  ncify  fteeple  rockM  with  glee. 
And  every  bard  fung  merrily : 
Gay  pleafure  wanton'd  unconfinM, 
The  men  all  drunk,  the  women  kind : 
Clod-Hall  did  ne'er  (o  fine  appear. 
Floating  in  pofTet  and  llrong  beer. 

Come,  Mufe,  thou  flattern  houfe-wife,  tell. 
Where  's  our  friend  John  ?  I  hope  he  's  well; 
Well  !   Ay,  as  any  man  can  be. 
With  Sufan  in  the  gallery. 
Sue  was  a  lafs  buxom  and  tight. 
The  chamber  maid  and  favourite; 
Juicy  and  young,  juft  fit  for  man. 
Thus  the  fweet  dialogue  began. 

*'  Lard,  fir,"  quoth  Sue,  **  how  brifk,  how  gay>, 
•*  How  fpruce  our  mailer  look'd  to-day  1 
•*  I'm  fure  no  king  was  e'er  fo  fi.ne,. 
•*  No  fun  more  glorioufly  can  fhine." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,  all  is  not  gold 
**  That  glillers,  as  I  've  read  of  old,, 
''   And  all  the  wife  and  learned  fay, 
**  The  beft  is  not  without  allay." 

**  Well,  Mailer  John,  name  if  you  can 
•*  A  more  accomplilh'd  gentleman. 
«*  Befide  (elfe  may  I  never  thrive) 
**  The  beft  good-natur'd  fquire  alive.'* 
(Jehu  fhiugg'd,  and  ihook  his  head*     *♦  Nay  fure 
•*  You  by  your  looking  fo  demure 

«*  Have 
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**  Have  learnt  fome  fecret  fault ;  iffo,  "\ 

**  Tell  me,  good  John,  nay  pr'ythee  do,  ^ 

**  Tell  me,  I  fay,   I  long  to  know.  J 

*'  Safe  as  thy  gold  in  thy  ftrong  box, 
**  This  breaft  the  dark  depofit  locks, 
**  Thefe  lips  no  fecrets  fhall  reveal.'* 

"  Well— let  me  fir  ft  affix  my  feal : 
Then  kifs'd  the  foft  obliging  fair. 
**  But  hold — now  I  mull  hear  you  fwear, 
**  By  all  your  virgin  charms  below, 
**  No  mortal  e'er  this  tale  ihall  know.'* 

She  fwore,  then  thus  the  cunning  knave. 
With  look  moft  politic  and  grave. 
Proceeds  :  *'   Why—faith  and  troth,  dear  Sue, 
*'  This  jewel  has  a  flaw,  'tis  true  ; 
*'  My  mailer  's  generous,  and  all  that, 
*'  Not  faulty  but  unfortunate." 
**  Why  will  you  keep  one  in  fufpenfe  ? 
**  Why  teaze  one  thus  ?" — "  Have  patience* 
**  The  youth  has  failings,  there  's  no  doubt, 
**  And  who,  my  Suky,  is  without? 
*'  But  iliouM  you  tell — nay  that  I  dread"— 
*'  By  heaven,  and  by  my  maidenhead — 
**  Now  fpeak,  fpeak  quick." — "  He  who  denies 
**  Thofe  pouting  lips,  thofe  roguifh  eyes, 
*'  Mull  fure  be  more  than  man  — then  know, 
*'  My  deareft,   fmce  you  '11  have  it  fo  ; 
**  My  mailer  Wild  not  only  talks 
**  Much  in  his  fleep,  but  alfo  walks ; 
**  Walks  many  a  winter  night  alone, 
•*  This  way  and  that,  up  Hairs  and  down : 

«'  Now, 
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•*  Now,  ifdifturb'd,  ifbyfurprize 

*'  He  *s  rous'd,  and  {lumbers  quit  his  eyes; 

**  Lord,  how  I  tremble  !  how  I  dread 

**  To  fpeak  it !  Thrice  beneath  the  bed, 

'^  Alas !  to  fave  my  life  I  fled  : 

* '  And  twice  behind  the  door  I  crept, 

**  And  once  out  of  the  window  leapt. 

*'  No  raging  bedlam  jud  got  loofe 

**  Is  half  fo  mad;  about  the  houfe 

**  Frantic  he  runs  ;  each  eye-ball  glares, 

**  He  raves,  he  foams,  he  wildly  flares ; 

**  The  family  before  him  flies, 

**  Whoe'er  is  overtaken  dies. 

**  Opiates,  and  breathing  of  a  vein, 

**  Scarce  fettle  his  diftemper'd  brain, 

**  And  bring  him  to  himfelf  again. 

**  But,  if  not  crofs'd,  if  let  alone 

**  To  take  his  frolick,  and  be  gone; 

*'  Soon  he  returns  from  whence  he  came, 

**  No  lamb  more  innocent  and  tame." 

Thus  having  gain'd  her  point,  to  bed 
In  hafte  the  flickering  gipfy  fled ; 
The  pungent  fecret  in  her  breafl: 
Gave  fuch  fliarp  pangs,  flie  could  not  reft  : 
Prim'd,  charg'd,  and  cock'd,  her  next  deflre 
Was  to  prefent,  and  to  give  fire. 
Sleeplefs  the  tortur'd  Sufan  lay, 
Tofling  and  tumbling  every  way. 
Impatient  for  the  dawn  of  day. 
So  labours  in  the  facred  fliade. 
Full  of  the  God,  the  Delphic  maid : 

So 
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So  wind,  in  liypocondries  pent. 
Struggles  and  heaves  to  find  a  vent; 
in  labyrinths  intricate  it  roars. 
Now  downward  finks,  then  upward  foars  ^ 
Th*  uneafy  patient  groans  in  vain, 
No  cordials  can  relieve  his  pain; 
Till  at  the  poftern  gate,  enlarg'd, 
I'he  burfting  thunder  is  diicharg'd. 
At  lafr  the  happy  hour  was  come, 
When  call'd  into  her  lady's  room; 
Scarce  three  pins  ftuck  into  her  gown. 
But  out  it  bolts,  and  all  is  known. 
Nor  idle  long  the  fecret  lies,  •% 

From  mouth  to  mouth  improv'd  it  flies,  > 

And  grows  amain  in  ilrength  and  fize :  J 

For  Fame,  at  firil:  of  pigmy  birth. 
Walks  cautioufly  on  mother  earth ; 
But  foon  (as  ancient  bards  have  faid) 
In  clouds  the  giant  hides  her  head. 
To  council  now  the  goifips  went. 
Madam  herfelf  was  prefident ; 
Th'  affair  is  banded  pro  and  coNy 
Much  breath  is  fpent,  few  conquefts  won. 
At  length  dame  Hobb,  to  end  the  ftrife. 
And  Madam  Bloufe  the  parfon's  wife. 
In  this  with  one  confent  agree. 
That,  fmce  th'  effect  was  lunacy 
If  wak'd,  it  were  by  much  the  beft. 
Not  to  dillurb  him  in  the  leaft : 

Vol.  XLI.  -  F  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  let  liim  ramble  if  he  pleafe  ; 
Troth,  'tis  a  comical  difeafe  ; 
The  worft  is  to  himfelf :  when  cold 
And  fhivering  he  returns,  then  fold 
The  vagrant  in  your  arms ;  he  '11  refl 
With  pleafurs  on  your  glowing  breaft. 
Madam  approv'd  of  this  advice, 
IiTued  her  orders  in  a  trice  ; 
*'  That  none  henceforth  prefume  to  ftir, 
■^^  Or  thwart  th'  unhappy  wanderer." 

John,  when  his  maker's  knock  he  heard. 
Soon  in  the  dreffing-room  appear'd. 
Archly  he  look'd,  and  flily  leer'd. 
*'  What  game?"  fays  Wild.     **  Oh  1  never  more, 
*'  Pheafints  and  partridge  in  great  llore ; 
*'  I  wifh  your  ammunition  lafh !" 
And  then  reveal'd  how  all  had  pall. 
Next  thought  it  proper  to  explain 
His  plot,  and  how  he  laid  his  train : 
^*  The  coaft  is  clear,  fir,  go  in  peace, 
^^  No  dragon  guirds  the  golden  fleece.^' 

Here,  Mufe,  let  fable  night  advance, 
Defcribe  her  Hate  with  elegance; 
Around  her  dark  payilion  fpread 
The  clouds ;  with  poppies  crown  her  head ; 
Note  well  her  owls,  and  bats  obfcene; 
Call  her  an  Ethiopian  queen; 
Or,  if  you  think  'twill  mend  my  tale. 
Call  her  a  widow  with  a  veil ; 
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Of  fpedcrs  and  hobgoblins  tell. 
Or  fay  'twas  midnight,  'tis  as  well. 
Well  then — 'tv^as  midnight,  as  was  faid. 
When  Wild  iLirts  upright  in  his  bed. 
Leaps  out,  and,  without  mere  ado. 
Takes  in  his  room  a  turn  or  two ; 
Opening  the  door,  foon  out  he  ftalks. 
And  to  the  next  apartment  walks ; 
Where  on  her  back  there  lay  poor  Sue, 
Alas !  friend  John,  fhe  dreamt  of  you. 
Wak'd  with  the  noife,  her  mafter  known. 
By  moon-light  and  his  brocade  gown. 
Frighted  fhe  dares  not  fcream,  in  bed 
She  fmks,  and  down  fhe  pops  her  head; 
The  curtains  gently  drawn,  he  fprings 
Between  the  Iheets,  then  clofely  clings. 
Now,  Mufc,  relate  what  there  he  did  ; 
Hold,  impudence  1 — it  mull  be  hid  !— 
He  did — as  any  man  would  do 
In  fuch  a  cafe— Did  he  not.  Sue? 
Then  up  into  the  garret  flies. 
Where  Joan,  and  Dol,  and  Betty  lies ; 
A  leafti  of  lafTes  all  together. 
And  in  the  dog-days — in  hot  weather ; 
Why,  faith,  'twas  hard— he  did  his  bell. 
And  left  to  Providence  the  relc. 
Content  the  pafHve  creatures  lie. 
For  who  in  duty  could  deny  ? 
Was  non-refiftance  ever  thought 
By  modern  cafuiils  a  fault  ?  .    . 

F  2  Were 
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Were  not  her  orders  llri£t  and  plain  ? 
All  ftruggling  dangerous  and  vain  ? 
Well,  down  our  younker  trips  again ; 
Much  wiihing,  as  he  reel'd  along, 
For  fome  rich  cordial  warm  and  ftrong. 
In  bed  he  quickly  tumbled  then. 
Nor  wak'd  next  morn  till  after  ten. 
Thus  night  by  night  he  led  his  life, 
Eleffing  all  females  but  his  wife ; 
Much  work  upon  his  hands  there  lay. 
More  bills  were  drawn  than  he  could  pay ; 
No  lawyer  drudg'd  fo  hard  as  he. 
In  Eafter  Term,  or  Hillary ; 
But  lawyers  labour  for  their  fee : 
Here  no  felf-intereft  or  gain. 
The  pleafure  balances  the  pain. 
So  the  great  faltan  walks  among 
His  troop  of  laffes  fair  and  young : 
So  the  town-bull  in  Opentide, 
His  lowing  lovers  by  his  fide. 
Revels  at  large  in  nature's  right, 
Curb'd  by  no  law,  but  appetite; 
Frilking  his  tail,  he  roves  at  pleafure. 
And  knows  no  Hint,  and  keeps  no  meafure* 

But  now  the  ninth  revolving  moon 
(Alas  1  it  came  an  age  too  fcon  ; 
Curfe  on  each  hafiy  fleeting  night!) 
Some  odd  difcoveries  brought  to  light. 
Strange  tympanies  the  women  feize. 
An  epidemical  difeafe ; 

Madam 
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Madam  herfclf  with  thefe  might  pafs 
For  a  clean-fliap'd  and  taper  Lifs. 
'Twas  vain  to  hide  th'  apparent  load. 
For  hoops  were  not  then  a-Ia-mot/e; 
Sue,  being  quefcion'd,  and  hard  prefs'd. 
Blubbering  the  naked  truth  confcTs'd  : 
**  Were  not  your  orders  moft  fevere, 
**  That  none  ftiould  Hop  his  night-career? 
"  And  who  durll  wake  him?  Troth  not  I  ; 
**  I  was  not  then  prepared  to  die." 

*'  Well  Sue,  faid  ihe,  thcu  fhalt  have  grace, 
**  But  then  this  night  I  take  thy  place, 
**  Thou  mine,  my  night-cloaths  on  thy  head, 
'*  Soon  fhall  he  leave  thee  fafe  in  bed : 
**  Lie  ftill,  and  llir  not  on  thy  life, 
*'  But  do  the  penance  of  a  wife  ; 
*'  Much  pleafure  hall  thou  had  ;  at  laft 
**  'Tis  proper  for  thy  fins  to  fall." 

This  point  agreed,  to  bed  Ihe  went. 
And  Sue  crept  in,  but  ill-content : 
Soon  as  th'  accuftom'd  hour  was  come. 
The  younker  fally'd  from  his  room. 
To  Sue's  apartment  whipt  away. 
And  like  a  lion  feiz'd  his  prey ; 
She  clafp'd  him  in  her  longing  arms, 
Sharp-fet,  fhe  fealled  on  his  charms. 
He  did  whate'er  he  could;  but  more 
Was  yet  to  do,  encore,  encore  ! 
Fain  would  he  now  elope,  fkie  clafpt 
Him  Ilill,  no  burr  e'er  fluck  fo  fait. 

F  3  At 
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At  length  the  morn  with  envious  light 
Dilcover'd  all  :  in  what  fad  plight 
Poor  man,  he  lay  !  abafh'd,  for  ihame 
He  could  not  fpeak,  not  ev'n  one  lame 
Excufe  was  left.     She,  with  a  grace 
That  gave  new  beauties  to  her  face  ; 
And  with  a  kind  obliging  air 
(Always  fuccefsful  in  the  fair,) 
Thus  foon  reliev'd  him  from  defpair. 
*'  Ah  !  generous  youth,  pardon  a  fault, 
**  No  foolifh  jealoufy  has  taught; 
**  'Tis  your  own  crime,  open  as  day, 
"  To  your  convidlion  pives  the  way. 
**  Oh  1  might  this  ftratagem  regain 
**  Your  love  !  let  me  not  plead  in  vain ; 
*'  Something  to  gratitude  is  due, 
**  Have  I  not  given  all  to  you  r" 

Tom  fiar'd,  look'd  pale,  then  in  great  hafle 
Slipp'd  on  his  gown  ;  yet  thus  at  lafl: 
Spoke  faintly,  as  amaz'd  he  flood, 
**  I  will,  my  dear,  be  very  good.'* 

The    happy    DISAPPOINTMENT: 
A         TALE. 


¥N  days  of  yore,  when  belles  and  beaux 

Left  mafquerades  and  piippet-lliows, 
Deferted  ombre  and  baffet. 
At  Jonathan's  to  fqueeze  and  fweat ; 

When 
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When  fprightly  rakes  forfook  champaign. 

The  play-houfe,  and  the  merry  main, 

Good  mother  Wyburn  and  th£  ftews. 

To  fmoke  with  brokers,  frink  with  Jews : 

In  fine,  when  all  the  world  run  mad 

(A  ftory  not  lefs  true  than  fad)  ; 

Ned  Smart,  a  virtuous  youth,  well  knowa 

To  all  this  chafte  and  fober  town. 

Got  every  penny  he  could  rally. 

To  try  his  fortune  in  Change- Alley  : 

In  hafte  to  loll  in  coach  and  fix.  ^ 

Bought  bulls  and  bears,  play'd  twenty  tricks,.        > 

Amongll;  his  brother  lunaticks. 

Tranfported  at  his  firft  fuccefs, 

A  thoufand  whims  his  fancy  blefs. 

With  fcenes  of  future  happinefs. 

How  frail  are  all  our  joys  below ! 

Mere  dazzling  meteors,  flalh  and  fhow  I 

Oh,  Fortune  !  falfe  deceitful  where! 

Caught  in  thy  trap  with  thoufiinds  more. 

He  found  his  rhino  funk  and  gone, 

Himfelf  a  bankrupt,  and  undone. 

Ned  could  not  well  digefl  tnis  change, 

Forc'd  in  the  world  at  large  to  range ; 

With  Babel's  monarch  turn'd  to  grafs^ 

Wouli  11  net  break  an  heart  of  brafs  ? 

'Tis  v^ain  to  fob  and  hang  the  lip  ; 

One  penny  left,  he  buys  a  flip. 

At  once  his  life  and  cares  to  iofe. 

Under  his  ear  he  fits  tiie  noofe. 

F  4  An 
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An  hook  in  an  old  wall  he  fpies, 

To  tnat  the  fatal  rope  he  ties : 

Like  Curtius  now,  at  one  bold  leap, 

He  plung'd  into  the  gaping  deep ; 

Nor  did  he  doubt  in  hell  to  find. 

Dealings  more  juft,  and  friends  more  kind. 

As  he  began  to  twift  and  fprawl, 

The  loofen'd  Hones  break  from  the  wall ; 

Down  drops  the  rake  upon  the  fpot. 

And  after  him  an  earthen  pot : 

Reeling  he  rofe,  and  gaz'd  around. 

And  faw  the  crock  lie  on  the  ground; 

Surpriz'd,  amaz'd,  at  this  odd  fight. 

Trembling,  he  broke  it  in  a  fright; 

When,  lo  !  at  once  came  pouring  forth 

Ingots,  and  pearls,  and  gems  of  worth. 

O'erjoy'd  with  Fortune's  kind  bequeft, 

Ke  took  the  birds,  but  left  the  neft ; 

And  then,  to  fpy  what  might  enfue. 

Into  a  neighbouring  wood  withdrew; 

Nor  waited  long.    For  foon  he  fees 

A  tall  black  man  fkulk  through  the  trees ; 

He  knew  him  by  his  IhufHing  pace. 

His  thread-bare  coat  and  hatchet  face : 

And  who  the  devil  fliould  it  be. 

But  fanftir/d  Sir  Timothy ! 

His  uncle  by  his  mother's  fide. 

His  guardian,  and  his  faithful  guide. 

This  driveling  knight,  with  pockets  full. 

And  proud  as  any  Great  Mogul, 
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For  his  wife  condu6l  had  been  made 

Direftor  of  the  jobbing  trade  : 

And  had  moft  pioufly  drawn  in 

Poor  Ned  and  all  his  neareft  kin. 

The  greedy  fools  laid  out  their  gold. 

And  bought  the  very  ftock  he  fold ; 

Thus  the  kind  knave  convey'd  their  pelf. 

By  hocus  pocus,  to  himfelt ; 

And,  to  fecure  the  fpoils  lie  got, 

Form'd  this  contrivance  of  che  pot. 

Here  every  night,  and  every  morn. 

Devout  as  any  monk  new  fliorn. 

The  proilrate  hypocrite  implores 

Juft  heaven  to  blefs  his  hidden  flores; 

But,  when  he  faw  dear  mammon  flown. 

The  plundered  hive,  the  honey  gone. 

No  jilted  buily,  no  bilk'd  hack. 

No  thief  when  beadles  flay  his  back. 

No  loflng  rook,  no  carted  whore. 

No  failor  when  the  billows  roar, 

With  fuch  a  grace  e'er  curs'd  and  fwore. 

Then,  as  he  por'd  upon  the  ground. 

And  tura'd  liis  haggard  c-yes  around. 

The  h.dter  at  his  feet  he  fpy'd, 

**  And  is  this  all  that's  left?"  he  cry'd: 

*'  Am  I  thus  paid  for  all  my  cares, 

**  My  ledures,  repetitions,  prayers? 

**  'Tis  well — there  's  fcmething  fav'd  at  leaft, 

-"  Welcome,  thou  faidiful,  friendly  gueft; 
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**  If  I  miift  hang,  now  all  is  loft, 

*'  'Tis  cheaper  at  another's  coll; 

*'  To  do  it  at  my  own  expence, 

*'  Would  be  downright  extravagance." 

Thus  comforted,  without  a  tear. 

He  fix'd  the  noofe  beneath  his  ear. 

To  the  next  bough  the  rope  he  ty'd,. 

And  mofl  heroically  dy'd. 

Ned,  who  behind  a  fpreading  tree^ 

Beheld  this  tragi-ccmedy. 

With  hearty  curfes  rung  his  knell. 

And  bid  him  thus  his  lall  farewel. 

**  Was  it  not;,  uncle,  very  kind, 

*'  In  me,  to  leave  the  rope  behind?. 

**  A  legacy  fo  well  beftow'd, 

**  For  all  the  gratitude  I  ow'd. 

*'  Adieu,  Sir  Tim;  by  heaven's  decreey, 

"  Soon  may  thy  brethren  follow  thee, 

*'■  In  the  fame  glorious  manner  fwing, 

*'  Without  one  friend  to  cut  the  ftring; 

*'  That  hence  rapacious  knaves  may  know^. 

**  Jullice  is  always  fare,  though  flow.'* 

A  PADLOCK   FOR    THE   MOUTH^ 
A        TALE. 

JACK  DIM-PLE  was  a  merry  blade. 
Young,  amorous,  witty,  and  well-made ; 
Difcrect?— Hold,  fir — nay,  as  I  live. 

My  friend,  you  're  too  intjuifitive ; 

Difcretion, 
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Difcretion,  all  men  mull  agree. 
Is  a  mod  ihining  quality. 
Which  like  leaf-gold  makes  a  great  fhow. 
And  thinly  fpread  fels-ofFa  beau. 
But,  fir,  to  put  you  out  of  pain,  "^ 

Our  younkdr  had  not  half  a  grain,  •    ^ 

A  leaky  blab,  rafli,  faithlefs,  vain.  J 

The  vi6lories  his  eyes  had  won, 
As  foon  as  e'er  obtain'd,  were  known ; 
For  trophies  rearM,  the  deed  proclaim,  -» 

Spoils  hung  on  high  expofe  the  dame,.  ^ 

And  love  is  facriiic'd  to  fame,  Jfe 

Such  infoleijce  the  fex  alarms. 
The  female  world  is  up  in  arms ; 
Th'  outrageous  Bacchanals  combine. 
And  brandifh'd  tongues  in  concert  join. 
Unhappy  youth  !  where  wilt  thou  go 
T'  efcape  fo  terrible  a  foe  ? 
Seek  fheker  on  the  Libyan  fhoi-e. 
Where  tigers  and  where  lions  roar? 
Sleep  on  the  borders  of  the  Nile, 
.  And  truft  the  wily  crocodile  ? 
'Tis  vain  to  (hun  a  woman's  hate. 
Heavy  the  blow,,  and  fure  as  fate. 
Phyllis  appear'd  among  the  crowd,. 
But  not  fo  talkative  and  loud. 
With  filencc  and  with  care  fuppreft 
The  glov/ing  vengeance  in  her  breall,. 
Refolv'd,  by  ftratagem  and  art. 
To  make  the  faucy  villain  fmart. 

The 
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The  cunning  baggage  had  prepar'd 

Pomatum,  of  the  iinell  lard. 

With  ftrong  aftringents  mix'd  the  mefs, 

Alom,  and  vitriol,  ^  S. 

Arfenick,  and  bole.     But  I  want  time 

To  tarn  all  Quincy  into  rhyme, 

'Twould  make  my  didion  too  lublime. 

Her  grandame  this  receipt  had  taught. 

Which  Bendo  from  Grand  Cairo  brought, 

An  able  llyptick  (as  'tis  faid) 

To  fodder  a  crack'd  maidenhead. 

This  ointment  being  duly  made. 

The  jilt  upon  her  toilet  laid : 

The  fauntering  cully  foon  appears, 

As  ufual,  vows,  protefts,  and  fwears ; 

Carelefs  an  opera  tune  he  hums. 

Plunders  her  patch-box,  breaks  her  combs. 

As  up  and  down  the  monkey  play'd. 

His  hand  upon  the  box  he  laid. 

The  fatal  box.     Pleas'd  with  her  wiles. 

The  treacherous  Pandora  fmiles. 

*'  What's  this  ?"  cries  Jack.   '*  That  box  !"  faid  ihe: 

**  Pomatum;  what  elfe  Ihould  it  be?" 

But  here  'tis  fit  my  reader  knows 

'Tvvas  March,  when  bluftering  Boreas  blows. 

Stern  enemy  to  belies  and  beaux. 

His  lip  s  were  fore ;  rough,  pointed,  torn. 

The  coral  briUled  like  a  thorn. 

Pleas'd  with  a  cure  fo  a-propos, 

J>for  jealous  of  fo  fair  a  foe. 

The 
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The  healing  ointment  thick  he  fpread. 
And  every  gaping  cranny  fed. 
His  chops  begin  to  glow  and  ihoot, 
He  ftrove  to  fpeak,  but,  oh!   was  mute. 
Mute  as  a  fifh,  all  he  could  ftrain. 
Were  fome  horfe  gutturals  forc'd  with  pain. 
He  ftamps,  he  raves,  he  fobs,  he  fighs. 
The  tears  ran  trickling  from  his  eyes ; 
He  thought  but  could  not  fpeak  a  curfe. 
His  lips  were  drawn  into  a  purfe. 
Madam  no  longer  could  contain. 
Triumphant  joy  burib  out  amain; 
She  laughs,  ihe  fcreams,  the  houfe  is  rais'd. 
Through  all  the  ftreet  th*  affair  is  blaz'd: 
In  flioals  now  all  the  neighbours  come. 
Laugh  out,  and  prefs  into  the  room. 
Sir  Plarry  Taudry  and  his  bride, 
Mifs  Tulip  deck'd  in  all  her  pride ; 
Wife  Madam  Froth,  and  widow  Babble, 
Coquettes  and  prudes,  a  mighty  rabble. 
So  great  a  concourfe  ne'er  was  known 
At  Smithfield,  when  a  monfter 's  fhown; 
When  bears  dance  jiggs  with  comely  mien,  "> 

When  witty  Punch  adorns  the  fcene,  > 

Or  frolick  Pug  plays  Harlequin.  J 

In  vain  he  ftrives  to  hide  his  head,  ' 

In  vain  he  creeps  behind  the  bed. 
Ferreted  thence,  expos'd  to  viev/. 
The  crowd  their  clamorous  fhouts  renew : 

A  thcu- 
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A  thoufand  taunts,  a  thoufand  jeers. 
Stark  dumb,  the  paffive  creature  hears. 
No  perjur'd  villain  nail'd  on  high. 
And  pelted  in  the  pillory, 
His  face  befmear'd,  his  eyes,  his  chops.. 
With  rotten  eggs  and  turnip-tops, 
"Was  e'er  fo  maul'd.     Phyllis,  at  laft. 
To  pay  him  for  offences  paft. 
With  fneering  malice  in  her  face. 
Thus  fpoke,  and  gave  the  coup  de  graces 
^'  Lard!  how  demure,  and  how  precife 
*'  He  looks !   ulence  becomes  the  wife, 
^'  Vile  tongue  !   its  mailer  to  betray, 
i'  But  now  the  prifoner  muil:  obey, 
'*  I  've  lock'd  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
**  Learn  hence,  what  angry  woman  can, 
<f  When  wrong'd  by  that  falfe  traitor  man; 
*'  Who  boafts  our  favours,  foon  or  late, 
«'  The  treacherous  blab  fhall  feel  our  hate." 

THE    WISE     BUILDER^ 
A        TALE. 


"VIT" I S E  Socrates  had  built  a  farm, 
*        Little,  convenient,  fnug,  and  warm, 
Secur'd  from  rain  and  wind: 
A  gallant  whifper'd  in  his  ear, 
«*  Shall  the  great  Socrates  live  here, 
**  To  this  mean  cell  confin'd?" 

*<  The 
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**  The  furniture's  my  chiefeft  care," 
Reply 'd  the  fage;   *'  iiere  's  room  to  fparc, 

**   Sweet  fir,  for  I  and  you  ; 
*'  When  this  with  faithful  friends  is  fiU'd, 
■<*   An  ampler  palace  I  Ihall  build; 

**  Till  then,  this  cot  muil  do." 

The  trueUfe  of  the  LOOKING-GLASS.. 
A        T     A     L     E. 
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'T^OM  CAREFUL  had  a  fon  and  heir, 
-■•     Exadt  his  ftiape,  genteel  his  air, 
Adonis  was  not  half  fo  fair. 
But  then,  alas !  his  daughter  Jane 
Was  but  fo-fo,  a  little  plain. 
In  mam's  apartment,  as  or.e  day 
The  little  romp  and  hoyden  play, 
Their  faces  in  the  glafs  they  viewM, 
Which  then  upon  her  toilet  ftood; 
Where,  as  NarciiTus  vain,  the  boy 
JBeheld  each  rifmg  charm  with  joy ; 
With  partial  eyes  furvey'd  himfelf. 
But  for  his  filler,  poor  brown  elf. 
On,  her  the  felf-enamour'd  chit 
Was  very  lavilh  of  Ids  wit. 
She  bore,  alas  1  whatever  fhe  could, 
But  'twas  too  much  for  fl-fh  and  blood; 
What  female  ever  had  the  grace 
To  pardon  fcandal  on  her  face  ? 

Difcon- 
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Difconfolate  away  flie  flies. 

And  at  her  daddy's  feet  (lie  lies ; 

Sighs,  fobs,  and  groans,  calls  to  her  aid. 

And  tears,  that  readily  obey'd  ; 

Then  aggravates  the  vile  offence. 

Exerting  all  her  eloquence : 

The  caufe  th'  indulgent  father  heard. 

And  culprit  fummon'd  foon  appear'd  ; 

Some  tokens  of  remorfe  he  fliow'd. 

And  promis'd  largely  to  be  good. 

As  both  the  tender  father  prefs'd 

With  equal  ardour  to  his  breaft. 

And  fmiling  kifs'd,   **  Let  there  be  peace," 

Said  he;  **  let  broils  and  difcord  ceafe: 

**  Each  day,  my  children,  thus  employ 

*'  The  faithful  mirror;  you,  my  boy, 

**  Remember  that  no  vice  difgrace 

*'  The  gift  of  heaven,  that  beauteous  face: 

**  And  you,  my  girl,  take  fpeciai  care 

•*  Your  want  of  beauty  to  repair 

**  ^y  virtue,  which  alone  is  fair.'* 

MAHOMET     ALI     BEG: 

Or,  the  Faithful  Minister  of  State. 


A    Long  defcent,  and  noble  blood. 
Is  but  a  vain  fantailic  good, 
Unlefs  with  inbred  virtues  join'd. 
An  honeft,  brave,  and  generous  mind. 

All 
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All  that  our  anceftors  have  done, 
Nations  reliev'd,  and  battles  won; 
The  trophies  of  each  bloody  field. 
Can  only  then  true  honour  yield. 
When,  like  Argyll,  we  fcorn  to  owe, 
And  pay  that  luftre  they  beilow ; 
But,  if,   a  mean  degenerate  race. 
Slothful  we  faint,  and  flack  our  pace. 
Lag  in  the  glorious  courfe  of  fiime. 
Their  great  atchievements  we  difclaim. 
Some  bold  plebeian  foon  fhall  rife. 
Stretch  to  the  goal,  and  win  the  prize. 
For,  fmce  the  forming  hand  of  old. 
Call  all  mankind  in  the  fame  mold ; 
Since  no  diftinguiiTi'd  clan  is  bleJl 
With  finer  porcelain  than  the  refl; 
^nd  fmce  in  all  the  ruling  mind 
Is  of  tlie  fame  ceieiHal  kind ; 
'Tis  education  fhews  the  way 
Each  latent  beauty  to  difplay ; 
Each  happy  genius  brings  to  light, 
Conceal'd  before  in  fhades  of  night: 
So  diamonds  from  the  gloomy  mine. 
Taught  by  the  workman's  hand  to  Ihine, 
On  Cloe's  ivory  bofom  blaze, 
Or  grace  the  crown  with  brilliant  rays. 
Merit  obfcure  fhall  raife  its  head. 
Though  dark  obftrudling  clouds  o'erfpread ; 
Heroes,  as  yet  unfung,  fhall  fight 
For  flaves  opprefs'd,  and  injur'd  right; 
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And  able  ftatefmen  prop  the  throne. 
To  Battle- Abbey-Roll  *  unknown. 

Sha  Abbas,  with  fupreme  command. 
In  Periia  reign'd,  and  blefs'd  the  land; 
A  mighty  prince,  valiant,  and  wife. 
Expert,  with  fharp  difcerning  eyes. 
To  find  true  virtue  in  difguife. 
Hunting  (it  feems)  was  his  delight. 
His  joy  by  day,  his  dream  by  night: 
The  fport  of- all  the  brave  and  bold. 
From  Nimrod,  who,  in  days  of  old. 
Made  men  as  well  as  beafts  his  prey. 
To  mightier  George,  whofe  milder  fway 
Glad  happy  crowds  with  pride  obey. 
In  queft  of  his  fierce  favage  foes. 
Before  the  fun  the  monarch  rofe. 
The  grizly  lion  to  engage. 
By  baying  dogs  provok'd  to  rage; 
In  the  clofe  thicket  to  explore. 
And  puih  from  thence  the  briftled  boar: 
Or  to  purfue  the  flying  deer. 
While  deep-mouth'd  hounds  the  vallies  chear:; 
And  echo  from  repeating  hills 
His  heart  with  joy  redoubled  fills. 

Under  a  rock's  projedling  fhade, 
A  fhepherd  boy  his  feat  had  made. 


*  A  record  which  contained  the  names  of  the  chief 
men  that  came  over  with  the  Conqueror, 
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Happy  as  Croefus  on  his  throne. 
The  riches  of  the  world  his  own. 
Content  on  mortals  here  below. 
Is  all  that  heaven  can  beftow. 
His  crook  and  fcrip  were  by  him  laid. 
Upon  his  oaten  pipe  lie  play'd; 
His  fiocks  fecurely  ccu-.h'd  around. 
And  feem'd  to  liilen  to  the  found. 
Returning  from  the  chace  one  day. 
The  king  by  chance  had  loH  his  way : 
Nor  guards,  nor  nobles,  now  attend ; 
But  one  young  lord,  his  bofom  friend. 
Now  tir'd  with  labour,  fpeut  with  hear. 
They  fought  this  pleafant  cool  retreat ; 
The  boy  leap'd  aftive  from  his  feat. 
And,  with  a  kind  obliging  grace, 
OiFer'd  the  king  unknown  his  place. 
The  Perfian  monarch,  who  fo  late. 
Lord  of  the  world,  rul'd  all  in  Hate  ; 
On  cloth  of  gold  and  tiffue  trod. 
Whole  nations  trembling  at  his  nod ; 
With  diamonds  and  witli  rubies  crown'd. 
And  girt  with  fawning  flaves  around ; 
Behold  him  now ;  his  canopy 
Th'  impending  rock,  each  fhrub,  each  tree. 
That  grew  upon  its  Hiaggy  brow. 
To  their  great  prince  obfervant  bow ;    . 
Yield,  as  in  duty  bound,  their  aid. 
And  blcfs  him  with  a  friendly  fhade, 
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On  the  bare  flint,  he  fits  alone, 

And,  oh  I  would  kings  this  truth  but  own. 

The  fafer  and  the  nobler  throne  1 

But  where  do  I  digrefs  ?  'tis  time 

To  check  this  arrogance  of  rhyme. 

As  the  judicious  monarch  view'd 

The  ftripling's  air,  nor  bold  nor  rude. 

With  native  modefty  fubdued  ; 

The  bluih  that  glow'd  in  all  its  pride 

Then  trembled  on  his  cheeks  and  dy'd. 

He  grew  inquisitive  to  trace 

What  foul  dwelt  in  that  lovely  cafe : 

To  every  quefiion,  ferious,  gay. 

The  youth  reply 'd  Vv'ithout  delay  ; 

His  anfwers  for  the  moll  part  right. 

And  taking,  if  not  appofite  : 

Undudy'd,  unaffefted  fenfe, 

Mix'd  with  his  native  diffidence. 

The  king  was  charm'd  with  fach  a  prize. 

And  Hood  with  wonder  in  Kis  eyes ; 

Commits  his  treafure  to  the  care 

Of  the  young  lord;  bids  him  not  fpare 

For  coft,  or  pains,  t'  enrich  his  brea-ft 

With  all  the  learning  of  the  EaiL 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  well-cloath'd,  well-fed. 

And  with  his  patron's  children  bred; 

Still  every  day  the  youth  improv'd, 

By  all  admir'd,  by  all  bclov'd. 

Now  the  iirft  curling  down  began 
To  give  the  promife  of  a  man; 
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Tc  court  he's  call'd,  employed,  and  train "d. 
In  lower  polls,  yet  Itill  he  gaiu'd 
By  candour,  courtefy,  and  fkill, 
The  fubje6ls  love,  the  king's  good-will, 
Employ'd  in  greater  matters  now. 
No  flatteries,  no  bribes,  could  bow 
His  Ilubborn  foul ;  true  to  his  trull. 
Firm,  and  inexorably  jull. 
In  judgiTiient  ripe,  h€  foon  became 
A  Walpofe,  or  a  Walfingham ; 
And,  wakeful,  for  the  public  peace. 
No  dragon  guai-ds  the  golden  fleece 
With  half  that  vigilance  and  care. 
His  bufy  eyes  kenn'd  every  where  ; 
In  each  dark  fcheme  knew  how  to  dive* 
Though  cunning  Dervifes  contrive 
Their  plots,  difguis'd  with  fiiams  ajid  lies. 
And  cloak^'d  with  real  perjuries. 
Now  high  in  rank  the  peer  is  plac'd. 
And  Ali  Beg  with  titles  grac'd; 
No  bounds  his  mailer's  bounties  know, 
Jtiis  fwelling  coffers  overflow. 
And  he  is  puzzled  to  bellow ; 
Perplex'd  and  lludious  to  contrive 
To  whom,  and  how,  not  what  to  give ; 
His  pious  frauds  conceal  the  name. 
And  Ikreen  the  modell  man  from  iaame. 
Who  e'er  would  heavenly  treaiures  r.iife. 
Mull  grant  the  boon,  efcape  the  praife. 
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But  his  immenfe  and  endlefs  gain 

No  private  charities  could  drain : 

On  public  works  he  iix'd  his  roind. 

The  zealous  friend  of  human  kind. 

Convenient  inns  on  each  great  road 

At  his  own  prope/  colls  endow'd. 

To  weary  caravans  afford 

Refrefhment,  both  at  bed  and  board. 

From  Thannes,  the  Tiber,  and  the  Rhine, 

Nations  remote  with  Ali  dine ; 

In  various  tongues  his  bounty  's  bleft, 

Vv''hile  with  furprize  the  ftranger  gueft 

Does  here  on  unbought  dainties  feaft: 

See  ftately  palaces  arife. 

And  gilded  domes  invade  the  fkies. 

Say,  Mufe,  what  lords  inhabit  here  ? 

Nor  favourite  eunuch,  prince,  nor  peer? 

The  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  the  fick, 

The  ideot,  and  the  lunatick. 

He  curb'd  each  river's  fwelling  pride. 

O'er  the  relu6lant  murmuring  tide 

From  bank  to  bank  his  bridges  ftride, 

A  thoufond  gracious  deeds  were  done, 

Bury'd  in  filence  and  unknown. 

At  length,  v/orn  out  v/ith  years  and  care, 
Sha  Abbas  dy'd ;  left  his  young  heir 
Sha  Sefi,  unexperienc'd,  raw. 
By  his  Hern  father  kept  in  awe ; 
To  the  feraglio's  wrdls  confin'd, 
Barr'd  from  the  converfe  of  mankind. 
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Strange  jealoufy  !   a  certain  rule. 

To  breed  n  tyrant  and<a  fool. 

Still  Ali  was  prime  minifter. 

But  had  not  much  his  mafter's  ear; 

Walk'd  on  unfaithful,  flippery  ground. 

Till  an  occafion  could  be  found 

To  pick  a  quarrel ;  then,  no  doubt. 

As  is  the  mode  at  court — turn  out. 

Sha  Sefi,  among  eunuchs  bred. 

With  them  convers'd,  by  them  was  led; 

Beardlefs,  half-men  1  in  whofe  falfe  breafts. 

Nor  joy,  nor  love,  nor  friendihip,  refts. 

There  fpight  and  pining  envy  dwell. 

And  rage  as  in  their  native  hell ; 

For,  confcious  of  their  own  difgrace 

Each  excellence  they  would  debafe. 

And  vent  their  fpleen  on  human  race. 

This  Ali  found.    Strange  fenfelefs  lies 

And  inconliilent  calumnies 

They  buz  into  the  monarch's  ears,. 

And  he  believes  all  that  he  hears. 

''  Great  prince,"  faid  they,   "  Ali,  your  Have  — 

"  Whom  we  acknowledge  wife  and  brave— 

**  Yet  pardon  us — we  can't  but  fee 

**  His  boundlefs  pride  and  vanity: 

**  His  bridges  triumph  o'er  each  tide^, 

**   In  their  own  channels  taught  to  elide. 

*'  Each  beggar,  and  each  lazy  drone, 

**  His  fubjed,  more  than  yours,  is  grown: 
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And  for  a  palace  leaves  his  cell, 

Where  Xerxes  might  be  proud  to  dwell. 

His  inns  for  travellers  provide, 

Strangers  are  lilled  on  his  fide: 

In  his  own  houfe  how  grand  the  f:ene  1 

TiiTues  and  velvets  are  too  mean, 

Gold,  jewels,  pearls,  unheard  expence ! 

Sufpeded,  bold,  magnificence! 

Whence  can  this  flood  of  riches  flow  ? 

Examine  his  accounts,  you'll  know: 

Your  eye  on  your  exchequer  call. 

The  fecret  \vill  come  out  at  iail." 

Ali  next  mom  (for  'tv/as  his  way 
To  rife  before  the  dawn  of  day) 
Went  early  to  the  council-board, 
Proiirate  on  earth,  his  king  ador'd. 
The  king,  with  countenance  fevere, 
Look'd  fternly  on  his  minifter : 
"  Ali,"  faid  he,  "  I  have  been  told, 
"  Great  treafures,  both  in  gems  and  gold, 
"  Were  left,  and  truJEled  to  your  care; 
**  'Mong  thefe,  one  gem  exceeding  rare, 
**  I  long  to  view;  which  was  (they  faid) 
*'   A  prefent  from  the  fultan  made, 
**  The  lineft  that  the  world  e'er  fav/, 
**  White,  large^  and  fair,  without  a  flaw.'"* 

Th'  unblemifli'd  Ali  thus  reply'd, 
**  Great  fir!  it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
**  'Tis  brilliant,  beautiful,  and  clear, 
**  The  -Great  Mogul  has  not  its  peer, 
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"  Pleafe  it  your  majelly,  to  go 
*'  Into  the  treafury  below, 
*'  You  'II  wonder  at  its  piercing  ray, 
*'  The  fun  gives  not  a  nobler  day.'* 

Together  now  they  all  defcend  ; 
Poor  Ali  had  no  other  friend, 
But  a  foul  fiiithful  to  its  truil:. 
The  fure  afylum  of  the  jull:. 
In  proper  clafies  now  are  fcen 
The  diamonds  bright,  and  emeralds  green  ; 
Pearls,  rubies,  fapphires,  next  appear, 
Difpos'd  in  rows  with  niceft  care, 
'i'he  king  views  all  with  curious  eyes. 
Applauds  with  wonder  and  furprize. 
Their  order  and  peculiar  grace, 
Each  thing  adapted  to  its  place ; 
The  reft  with  envious  leer  behold. 
And  ftumble  upon  bars  of  gold. 
Next,  in  an  amber  box,  is  fhown 
The  nobleft  jewel  of  the  crcv/n  : 
*'  Tiiis,  fir,"  faid  he,  "  believe  your  (lave, 
' '  Is  the  fine  gem  the  fultan  gave  ; 
**  Around  it  darts  its  beams  of  light, 
■*'  No  comet  e'er  was  half  fo  bright.'* 
The  king  with  joy  the  gem  admires, 
-Well-pleas'd,  and  half-convinc'd,  retires. 
"  Ali,"  faid  he,  '*  with  you  I  dine; 
*'  Your  furniture,  I  'm  told,  is  fine.'* 
Wife  Ali,  for  this  favour  fhow'd. 
Humbly  with  lowell  reverence  bow'd. 

At 
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At  All's  houfe  now  every  hand 
Is  bufy  at  their  lord's  command  ; 
Where  at  th'  appointed  hour  refort 
The  king  and  all  his  fplendid  court. 
AYi  came  forth  his  prince  to  meet. 
And,  lowly  bowing,  kifs'd  his  feet. 
On  all  his  compliments  bellows. 
Civil  alike  to  friends  and  foes. 
The  king,   impatient  to  behold 
His  furniture  of  gems  and  gold. 
From  room  to  room  the  chace  purfued. 
With  curious  eyes  each  corner  view'd, 
Ranfack'd  th'  apartments  o'er  and  o'er. 
Each  clofet  fearch'd,  unlock'd  each  door; 
But  all  he  found  v/as  plain  and  coarfe. 
The  meaneft  Perfian  fcarce  had  worfe  j 
Thefe  Ali  for  convenience  bought. 
Nor  for  expenfive  trifles  fought. 
One  door  a  prying  eunuch  fpy'd. 
With  bars  and  locks  well  fortify 'd. 
And  new,  fecure  to  find  the  prize, 
Shew'd  it  the  king  with  joyful  eyes.. 
•*  Ali,"  faid  he,  **  that  citadel, 
**  Is  llrong,  and  baricadoed  well  ? 
**  What  have  you  there?"  Ali  reply'd, 
**  Oh,  fir,,  there  's  lodg'd  my  greatell  pride;. 
**  There  are  the  gems  I  value  moil:, 
•'  And  all  the  treafures  1  can  boall.'* 

All  now  convinc'd  of  his  diigrace,. 
Triumph  appear'd  in  every  face. 

The 
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The  monarch  doubted  now  no  more ; 

The  keys  arc  brought,  unlock'd  the  door. 

When,  lo!  upon  the  wall  appear  "j 

Kis  fhephcrd's  weeds  hung  up  with  care,  > 

Nor  crook  nor  fcrip  was  wanting  there ;  3 

Nor  pipe  that  tun'd  his  humble  laps. 

Sweet  folace  of  his  better  days  ! 

Then,  bowing  low,  he  touch'd  his  breafl. 

And  thus  the  wondering  king  addreft: 

'*  Great  Prince  !  your  Ali  is  your  flave, 

^'  To  you  belong  whate'er  I  have ; 

"   Goods,  houfe,  are  ycurs,  nay  yours  this  head, 

**   For  fpeak  the  word,  and  I  am  dead: 

*'  Thefe  moveables,  and  thefe  alone, 

**  I  may  with  juftice  call  my  own. 

*'  Your  royal  fire.  Abbas  the  Great, 

*'  Whom  nations  proftrate  at  his  feet 

**  On  earth  ador'd  ;  whofe  fcul  at  reft, 

'*  In  paradife  a  welcome  gueft, 

**  *  Enjoys  its  full,   and  fragrant  bowers, 

* '  Or  wantons  upon  beds  of  flowers, 

"  While  the  pure  ilream,  in  living  rills, 

**  From  rocks  of  adamant  dillils, 

**  And  black-ey'd  nymphs  attend  his  nod, 

"  Fair  daughters  of  that  bleft  abode: 

'*  By  his  command,  I  left  the  plain, 

**   An  humble,  but  contented  fwain. 

*  Such  is  the  Paradife  the  Turks  expe6l. 

*'  Nor 
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**  Nor  fought  I  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  place  ; 
**  All  thefe  were  owing  to  his  grace  ; 
*'  'Twas  his  mere  bounty  made  me  great, 
**  And  fix'd  me  hei'e,  in  this  high  feat, 
*'  The  mark  of  envy.     Much  he  gave, 
"  But  yet  of  nought  depriv'd  his  Have: 
^'  He  touch'd  not  thefe.     Alas!  whofe  fpite, 
*'  Whofe  avarice,  would  thefe  excite  ? 
*'  My  old,  hereditary  right! 
''  Grant  me  but  thefe,  Great  Prince,  once  more, 
"  Grant  me  the  pleafure  to  be  poor,  * 

**  .This  fcrip,  thefe  homely  weeds,  I  '11  wear, 
''  The  bleating  flocks  (hall  be  my  care; 
*'  Th'  employ  that  did  my  youth  engage, 
'*   Shall  be  the  comfort  of  my  age.'* 
The  king,  amaz'd  at  fuch  a  fcorn 
Of  riches,  in  a  fhepherd  born  ; 
*'  How  foars  that  foul,"  faid  he,  '*  above 
■^'  The  courtier's  hate,  or  monarch's  love! 
'*  No  power  fuch  virtue  can  efface, 
*'  No  jealous  malice  fhall  difgrace. 
''  Wealth,   grandeur,  pomp,  are  a  mere  cheat, 
*'  But  this  is  to  be  truly  great." 
While  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  face. 
He  clafp'd  him  in  a  clofe  embrace; 
Then  caus'd  himfelf  to  be  undreft. 
And  cloath'd  him  in  his  royal  veil : 
The  greateft  honour  he  could  give. 
Or  Perfian  fubjeds  can  receive, 

THE 
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THE  SWEET-SCENTED  MISER. 

'T^^ELL  me,  my  noble  generous  friend, 
-■■     With  what  defign,  and  to  what  end. 
Do  greedy  fools  heap  up  with  care 
That  pelf,  which  they  want  heart  to  fhare  ? 
What  ether  pleafure  can  they  know. 
But  to  enjoy,  or  to  beftow? 
A6ls  of  benevolence  and  love 
Give  us  a  tafte  of  heaven  above  ; 
We  imitate  th'  immortal  powers, 
Whofe  fun-lhine,  and  whofe  kindly  fliowers, 
Refrefli  the  poor  and  barren  ground. 
And  plant  a  Paradife  around  : 
But  this  mean,  fneaking  avarice. 
Is  a  cclle(ftion  of  all  vice. 
Where  this  foul  weed  but  taints  the  place. 
Nor  virtue  grows,  nor  worth,  nor  grace  ; 
The  foul  a  defert  waile  remains. 
And  ghailly  defolation  reigns. 
But  where  will  thefe  grave  morals  tend  ? 
Pardon  my  zeal,  dear  courteous  friend; 
The  province  of  my  humbler  vein, 
h  not  to  preach,  but  entertain. 

Gripe,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Was  good  for  nothing,  but  to  fave  ; 
Mammon  his  God,  to  him  alone 
lie  bow'd,  and  his  fhort  creed  was  known : 

On 
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On  his  thumb-nail  it  might  be  wrote, 
*'  A  penny  fav'd  's  a  penny  got.'* 
This  rich  poor  man  was  jogging  down. 
Once  on  a  time,  from  London  town; 
V/ith  him  his  fon,  a  handy  lad: 
To  drefs  his  daddy — or  his  pad  : 
Among  his  dealers  he  had  been, 
And  all  their  ready  caih  fwept  clean. 
•Gripe,  to  fave  charges  on  the  road, 
At  each  good  houfe  cramm'd  in  a  load  ; 
With  boil'd  and  roaft  his  belly  fill'd, 
And  greedily  each  tankard  fwill'd  : 
How  favoury,  how  fweet  the  meat ! 
How  good  the  drink  when  others  treat ! 
Now  on  the  road  Gripe  trots  behind. 
For  weighty  reafons  (as  you  Ml  find) : 
The  boy  foon  long'd  to  take  a  whet. 
His  horfe  at  each  fign  made  a  fet. 
And  he  fpurr'd  on  with  great  regret. 
This  the  old  man  obferv'd  with  pain, 
**  Ah!  fon,"  faid  he,  **  the  way  to  gain 
■^^  Wealth  (our  chief  good)  is  to  abftain  ; 
**  Check  each  expenfive  appetite, 
*'  And  make  the  moil  of  every  mite  : 
**  Confider  well,  my  child,  O  think 
**  What  numbers  are  undone  by  drink  ! 
*'  Hopeful  young  men  !  who  might  be  great, 
"  Die  well,  and  leave  a  large  eftate  ; 
*'  But,  by  lev/d  comrades  led  aftray, 
■**  Guzzling,  throw  all  their  means  away. 

"  Tom 
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^^  Tom  Dafh,  of  parts  acute  and  rare, 

*'  Cm  fplit  a  fraftion  to  a  hair; 

*'  Knows  Wingate  better  than  his  creed, 

**  Can  draw  rtrong  ale,  or  a  weak  deed; 

*'  By  precedents  a  bond  can  write, 

**  Or  an  indenture  tripartite; 

**  Can  meafure  land,  palture,  or  wood, 

"  Yet  never  purchas'd  half  a  rood. 

**  Whom  all  thefe  liberal  arts  adorn, 

**  Is  he  not  rich !   as  flieep  new  fhorn  ! 

**  The  reafon  need -not  far  be  fought, 

**  For  three  pence  gain'd,  he  fpends  a  groat. 

**  There  's  Billy  Blowfe,  that  merry  fellow, 

*'  So  wondrous  witty  when  he  's  mellow; 

**  Ale  and  mundungus,  in  defpite 

*'  Of  nature,  make  the  clown  polite. 

•*  When  thofe  rich  fleams  chafe  his  dull  head, 

•*  What  flowers  fhoot  up  in  that  hot-bed ! 

**  His  jefls,  when  fogs  his  temples  flirowd,  -^ 

**  Like  the  fun  burning  through  a  cloud,  >■ 

**  Blaze  out,  and  dazzle  all  the  crowd:  J 

**  They  laugh,  each  wag 's  exceeding  gay, 

**  While  he,   poor  ninny  1  jokes  away 

**  By  night,  whatever  he  gets  by  day. 

"**  To  thefe  examples  I  might  add 

*'  A  fquire  or  two,  troth  full  as  bad  ; 

**  Who,   doom'd  by  heaven  for  their  fms, 

**  Mind  nothing  but  their  nipperkins  : 

*'  But  thefe,  at  this  time,  lliall  fuffice ; 

**  Be  faving,  boy,  that  is,  be  wife." 

Now, 
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Now,  Mufe,  come  hold  thy  nofe,  and  tell 
What  doleful  accident  befel  ; 
His  horfe  fet  hard,   an  antient  hack. 
That  twice  ten  years  carry'd  a  pack. 
But  fuch  a  cargo  ne'er  before; 
He  had  him  cheap,  and  kept  him  poor  ; 
His  bowels  ftuft  with  too  much  meat. 
He  fat  uneafy  in  his  feat, 
And  riggled  often  to  an  fro, 
With  painful  gripings  gnaw'd  below. 
His  dirtance  yet  in  hope  to  gain. 
For  the  next  inn  he  fpurs  amain  ; 
In  haPie  alights,  and  Ikuds  away. 
But  time  and  tide  for  no  man  Hay, 
No  means  can  fave  whom  heaven  has  curfl. 
For  out  th'  impetuous  torrent  burll. 
Struck  dumb,  aghaft  at  firil  he  flood. 
And  fcratch'djiis  head  in  penfive  mood: 
But,  wifely  judging  'twas  in  vain 
To  make  an  outcry,  and  com.plain. 
Of  a  bad  bargain  made  the  beft. 
And  luird  his  troubled  foul  to  reft. 
Back  he  return'd  with  rueful  face. 
And  Ihuffled  through  the  houfe  apace  ; 
My  landlady  fcreams  out  in  hafte, 
*'  Old  gentleman,  ho! — where  fo  fail? 
**  Before  you  go,   pray  pay  your  fhot, 
*'  This  young  man  here  has  drunk  a  pot." 

"  A  pot!"  faid  Gripe;  <*  oh,  the  young  rogue  ! 
**  Ah,   ruinous,  expenfive  dog  I " 

And, 


F  A  B  L  E  S,     T  A  L  E  S,     &c.  97 

And,  muttering  curfes  in  his  ear, 
Look'd  like  a  witch  with  hellifh  leer  ; 
But,  finding  *twas  in  vain  to  fret, 
Pull'd  out  his  catfkin,  paid  the  debt. 
This  point  adjufted,  on  they  fare, 
Ambrofial  fweets  perfume  the  air  : 
The  younker,  by  the  fragrant  fcent. 
Perceiving  now  how  matters  went, 
Laugh'd  inwardly,  could  fcarce  contain. 
And  kept  his  countenance  with  pain. 
Atlaft  he  cries,  '*  Now,  lir,  an't  pleafe, 
*'  I  hope  you're  better,  and  at  eafe.'* 
**  Better,  you  booby  ! — 'tis  all  out"— 
"^  What 's  out  ?"  faid  he.     **  You  drunken  lout ! 
**  All  in  my  trowfers — well — no  matter — 
*'  Not  great — th'  expence  of  foap  and  water; 
*'  This  charge — if  times  are  not  too  hard, 
**  By  management  may  be  repair'd  : 
*'  But,  oh  !  that  daran'd  confounded  pot ! 
**  Extravagant,  audacious  fot; 
**  This,  this  indeed,  my  foul  does  grieve, 
**  There  's  two-pence  loft  without  retrieve  !" 


THE    INCURIOUS    BENCHER. 

A  T  Jenny  Mann's,  where  heroes  meet, 
"^^  And  lay  their  laurels  at  her  feet ; 
The  modern  Pallas,  at  whofe  fhrine 
They  bow,  and  by  whofe  aid  they  dine : 

Vol.  XLI.  H  Colonel 
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Colonel  Brocade  among  the  reft 
Was  every  day  a  welcome  gueft. 
One  night  as  carelefsly  he  ftood, 

Chearing  his  reins  before  the  fire, 
(So  every  true-born  Briton  ihould) 

Like  that,  he  chaf 'd,  and  fum'd,  with  ire. 
**  Jenny,"  faid  he,  **  'tis  very  hard, 
*'  That  no  man's  honour  can  be  fpar'd.; 
*'  If  I  but  fup  with  Lady  Dutchefs, 
*'  Or  play  a  game  at  ombre,  fuch  is 
*'  The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  faid, 
**  Although  his  Grace  lay  drunk  in  bed, 
"  'Twas  I  that  caus'd  his  aching  head. 
**  If  Madam  Doodle  would  be  v/itty, 
**  And  I  am  fummon'd  to  the  city, 
"  To  play  at  blind-man's-buff,  or  {o^ 
**  What  won't  fuch  helliih  malice  do  ? 
**  If  I  bat  catch  her  in  a  corner, 
"  Humph — 'tis,  Your  fervant,  Colond  Horner: 
**  But  rot  the  fneering  fops,  if  e'er       ^ 
*'  I  prove  it,  it  Ihall  coft  them  dear ; 
*'  I  fwear  by  this  dead-doing  blade, 
'*  Dreadful  cxranples  fhall  be  made : 
**  What — can't  they  drink  bohea  and  cream, 
"  But  (d — n  them)  I  muft  be  their  theme  ? 
**  Other  mens  bufmefs  let  alone, 
*'  Why  fhould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own?'* 

As  thus  he  rav'd  with  all  his  might 
(How  infecure  from  Fortune's  fpight, 
Alas  !  is  every  mortal  wight !) 

To 
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To  flicw  his  antient  fplcen  to  Mars, 
Fierce  Vulcan  caught  him  by  the  a— 
Stuck  to  his  flcirts,  infatiate  varlet  I 
And  fed  with  pleafure  on  the  fcarlet. 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  corner,  fate 
A  Bencher  grave,  with  look  fedate. 
Smoking  his  pipe,  warm  as  a  toafl. 
And  reading  over  laft  week's  poll ; 
He  faw  the  foe  the  fort  invade, 
And  foon  fmelt  out  the  breach  he  made  : 
But  not  a  word — a  little  fly 
Pie  look'd,  'tis  true,  and  from  each  eye 
A  lide-long  glance  fometimes  he  fent. 
To  bring  him  news,  and  watch  th'  event. 
At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 

Where  honour  lodges  (as  of  old 

Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  blullerino;  colonel  felt  a  fmart. 
Sore  griev'd  £^  his  affronted  bum, 
Friik'd,  fkip'd,  and  bounc'd  about  the  room  ; 
Then  turning  fliort,  **  Zounds,  fir  !"  he  cries — 
•*  Pox  on  him,  had  the  fool  no  eyes  ? 
**  What  !  let  a  man  be  burnt  alive  1'* 

*'  I  am  not,  fir,  inquifitive" 
(Reply'd  Sir  Gravity)   **  to  know 
*'  Whate'er  your  honour  's  pleas'd  to  do ; 
•'  If  you  will  burn  your  tail  to  tinder, 
*'  Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder  ? 
**  Other  mens  bufmefs  let  alone, 
**  Why  fliould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?** 

H  2  Then, 


joo        SOMERVILE^S     POEMS. 

Then,  knocking  out  his  pipe  with  care. 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar  ; 
And,  wrapping  round  his  frieze  furtout. 
Took  up  his  crab-tree,  and  walk'd  out. 

THE    BUSY     INDOLENTr 
A        TALE. 

JACK  CARELESS  was  a  man  of  parts, 
Well-fkiird  in  the  politer  arts. 
With  judgment  read,  with  humour  writ: 
Among  his  friends  paft  for  a  wit : 
But  lov'd  his  eafe  more  than  his  meat. 
And  wonder'd  knaves  could  toil  and  cheat, 
T'  expofe  themfelves  by  being  great. 
At  no  levees  the  fuppliant  bow'd ; 
Kor  courted  for  their  votes  the  crowd  : 
Nor  riches  nor  preferment  fought, 
Did  what  he  pleas'd,  fpoke  what  he  thought. 
Content  within  due  bounds  to  live. 
And  what  he  could  not  fpend,  to  give  : 
Would  whiiF  his  pipe  o'er  nappy  ale. 
And  joke,  and  pun,  and  tell  his  tale  ; 
Reform  the  ftate,  lay  down  the  law. 
And  talk  of  lords  he  never  faw  ; 
Fight  Marlborough's  battles  o'er  again. 
And  pufh  the  French  on  Blenheim's  plain  ; 
Difcourfe  of  Paris,  Naples,  Rome, 
Though  he  had  never  ftirr'd  from  home : 
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"^ris  true  he  travel'd  with  great  care, 
The  tour  of  Europe — in  his  chair. 
Was  loth  to  part  without  his  load. 
Or  move  till  morning  peep'd  abroad. 

One  day  this  honeft,  idle  rake. 
Nor  quite  afleep,  nor  well  awake. 
Was  lolling  in  his  elbow-chair, 
And  building  caftles  in  the  air. 
His  nippcrkin  (the  port  was  good) 
Half  empty  at  his  elbow  flood, 
When  a  ftrange  noife  offends  his  ear. 
The  din  increas'd  as  it  came  near, 
And  in  his  yard  at  lafl  he  view'd 
Of  farmers  a  great  multitude  ; 
Who  that  .day,  walking  of  their  rounds. 
Had  difagreed  about  their  bounds ; 
And  fure  the  difference  muft  be  wide. 
Where  each  does  for  himfelf  decide. 
Vollies  of  oaths  in  vain  they  fvvear, 
Which  burit  like  guiltlefs  bombs  in  air ; 
And,  "  Thou 'rt  a  knave  I"  and,  "  Thou 'rt  an  oaf!'"' 
Is  banded  round  with  truth  enough. 
At  length  they  mutually  agree, 
His  vvorfhip  fhould  be  referee, 
Which  courteous  (Jack  conlents  to  be : 
Though  for  himfelf  he  v/ould  not  budge,) 
Yet  for  his  friends  an  arrant  drudge  ; 
A  confcience  of  this  point  he  made. 
With  pleafure  readily  obey'd, 
.And  i}\oi  like  lightning  to  their  aid. 

Hj  The 
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The  farmers,  fummon'd  to  his  room, 

Bowing  with  aukward  reverence  come. 

In  his  great  chair  his  worfhip  fate, 

A  grave  and  able  magiftrate  : 

Silence  proclaim'd,  each  clack  was  laid. 

And  flippant  tongues  with  pain  obey'd. 

In  a  fhort  fpeech,  he  firft  computes 

The  vaft  expence  of  law-difputes. 

And  everlafting  chancery-fuits. 

With  zeal  and  warmth  he  railly'd  then 

Pack'd  juries,  flierifFs,  tales-men.^ 

And  recommended  in  the  clofe. 

Good-neighbourhood,  peace,  and  repofe. 

Next  weigh'd  with  care  each  man's  pretence, 

Perus'd  records,  heard  evidence, 

Obferv'd,  reply'd,  hit  every  blot, 

Unravel'd  every  Gordian  knot ; 

With  great  aftlvity  and  parts, 

Inform'd  their  judgements,  won  their  hearts : 

And,  without  fees,  or  time  mifpent. 

By  ftrength  of  ale  and  argument, 

Difpatch'd  them  home,  friends  and  content. 

Trufty,  who  at  his  elbow  fate. 
And  with  furprize  heard  the  debate, 
Aftonifti'd,  could  not  but  admire 
His  ftrange  dexterity  and  fire ; 
His  wife  difcernment  and  good  fenfe. 
His  quicknefs,  eafe,  and  eloquence. 
*'  Lord  1  fir,"  faid  he,  ''  I  can't  but  chide : 
♦*  What  uieful  talents  do  you  hide  ! 
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•*   In  half  an  hour  you  have  done  more 
**  Than  Puzzle  can  in  half  a  fcore, 
**  With  all  the  praftice  of  the  courts, 
**  His  cafes,  precedents,  reports." 

Jack  with  a  fmile  reply 'd,  **  'Tis  true,  "% 

*'  This  may  feem  odd,  my  friend,  to  you,  > 

**  But  give  me  not  more  than  my  due.  j 

**  No  hungry  judge  nods  o'er  the  laws, 
**  But  haftens  to  decide  the  caufe: 
**  Who  hands  the  oar,  and  drags  the  chain, 
"  Will  llruggle  to  be  free  again. 
"  So  lazy  men  and  indolent, 
"  With  cares  opprefs'd,  and  bufmefs  fpent, 
**  Exert  their  utmoft  powers  and  fkill, 
"  Work  hard;  for  what?  Why,   to  fit  flill. 
*'  They  toil,  they  fweat,  they  want  no  fee, 
**   For  ev'n  floth  prompts  to  induftry. 
"  Therefore,  my  friend,  I  freely  own 
*'  All  this  addrefs  I  now  have  Ihown, 
**  Is  mere  impatience,  and  no  more, 
**  To  lounge  and  loiter  as  before : 
^  Life  is  a  fpan,  the  world  an  inn — 
*'  Here,  firrah,  t'  other  nipperkin." 

THE    YEOMAN    OF    KENT: 
A        TALE. 

A    Yeoman  bold  (fuppofe  of  Kent) 
"^^^  Liv'd  on  his  own,  and  paid  no  rent ; 
Manured  his  own  paternal  land. 
Had  always  money  at  command, 

H  4  To 
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To  purchafe  bargains,  or  to  lend, 

T'  improve  his  llock,  or  help  a  friend: 

At  Crefiy  and  Poi£liers,  of  old. 

His  anceftors  were  bow-men  bold ; 

Whofe  good  yew-bows,  and  fmews  ftrong, 

Drew  arrows  of  a  cloth-yard  long ; 

For  England's  glory,  ftrew'd  the  plain 

With  barons,  counts,  and  princes  llain. 

Belov'd  by  all  the  neighbourhood. 

For  his  delight  was  doing  good : 

At  every  mart  his  word  a  law. 

Kept  all  the  fhuffling  knaves  in  awe. 

How  juft  is  heaven,  and  how  true. 

To  give  to  fuch  defert  its  due  1 

'Tis  in  authentic  legends  faid, 

Two  twins  at  once  had  blefs'd  his  bed; 

Frank  was  the  eldeft,  but  the  other 

Was  honeft  Numps,  his  younger  brother; 

That,  with  a  face  effeminate. 

And  Ihape  too  fine  and  delicate, 

Took  after  his  fond  mother  Kate, 

A  Franklin's  daughter.    Numps  was  rough. 

No  heart  of  oak  was  half  fo  tough. 

And  true  as  fteel,  to  cuff",  or  kick. 

Or  play  a  bout  at  double -Hick, 

Who  but  friend  Numps  ?    While  Frank's  delight 

Was  more  (they  fay)  to  dance,  than  light; 

At  Whitfon-ales  king  of  the  May, 

Among  the  maids,  brifk,  frolic,  gay. 

He  tript  it  on  each  holyday. 

Their 
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Their  genius  different,  Frank  would  roam 

7'o  town;  but  Numps,  he  llaid  at  home. 

The  youth  was  forward,  apt  to  learn, 

Could  foon  an  honeft  living  earn ; 

Good  company  would  always  keep. 

Was  known  to  Falftaff  in  Eaft-cheap ; 

Threw  many  a  merry  main,  could  bully. 

And  put  the  doftor  on  his  cully; 

Ply'd  hard  his  work,  and  learnt  the  way. 

To  watch  all  night,  and  flcep  all  day. 

Flulh'd  with  fuccefs,  new  rigg'd,  and  clean. 

Polite  his  air,  genteel  his  mien: 

Accomplilh'd  thus  in  every  part. 

He  won  a  buxom  widow's  heart. 

Her  fortune  narrow ;  and  too  wide, 

Alas  !  lay  her  concerns,  her  pride : 

Great  as  a  dutchefs,  (lie  would  fcorn 

Mean  fare,  a  gentlewoman  born ; 

Poor  and  expenfive  !  on  my  life 

'Twas  but  the  devil  of  a  wife. 

Yet  Frank,  with  what  he  won  by  nio-ht, 

A  while  liv'd  tolerably  tight; 

And  fpoufe,  who  fometimes  fate  till  morn 

At  cribbidge,  made  a  good  return. 

While  thus  they  liv'd  from  hand  to  mouth. 

She  laid  a  bantling  to  the  youth ; 

But  whether  'twas  his  own  or  no. 

My  authors  don't  pretend  to  know. 

His  charge  enhanc'd,  'tis  alfo  true 

A  lying-in  's  expenfive  too, 

la 
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In  cradles,  whittles,  fpice-bowls,  fack, 
Whate'er  the  wanton  goffips  lack ; 
While  fcandal  thick  as  hail-fhot  flies. 
Till  peaceful  bumpers  feal  their  eyes. 
Frank  deem'd  it  prudent  to  retire. 
And  viiit  the  good  man  his  fire ; 
In  the  ftage-coach  he  feats  himfelf. 
Loaded  with  madam  and  her  elf; 
In  her  right  hand  the  coral  placM, 
Her  lap  a  China  orange  grac'd : 
Pap  for  the  babe  was  not  forgot ; 
And  lullaby's  melodious  note. 
That  warbled  in  his  ears  all  day. 
Shortened  the  rugged,  tedious  way. 

Frank,  to  the  manfion-houfe  now  come. 
Rejoiced  to  find  himfelf  at  home ; 
Neighbours  around,  and  couflns  went 
By  fcores,  to  pay  their  compliment. 
The  good  old  man  was  kind,  'tis  true. 
But  yet  a  little  fliock'd,  to  view 
A  fquire  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  new.  J 

But  above  all,  the  lady  fair 
Was  pink'd,  and  deck'd  beyond  compare ; 
Scarce  a  flirieve's  wife  at  an  aflize 
Was  drefs'd  fo  fine,  fo  roll'd  her  eyes: 
And  mafter  too  in  all  his  pride. 
His  filver  rattle  by  his  fide. 
Would  fhake  it  oft,  then  flirilly  fcream^ 
More  noify  than  the  yeoman's  team ; 
With  taffels  and  with  plumes  made  proud. 
While  jingling  bells  ring  out  aloud. 

The 
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The  good  old  dame,  ravilli'd  out-right, 
Ev'n  doated  on  fo  gay  a  fight; 
Her  Frank,  as  glorious  as  the  morn ; 
Poor  Numps  was  look'd  upon  with  fcorn. 

With  other  eyes  the  yeoman  fage 
Beheld  each  youth  ;  nought  could  engage 
His  wary  and  difcerning  heart. 
But  fterling  worth  and  true  defert. 
At  laft,  he  could  no  longer  bear 
Such  ftrange  fophiflicated  ware  ; 
He  cries  (enrag'd  at  this  odd  fcene) 
**  What  can  this  foolifh  coxcomb  mean, 
**  Who,  like  a  pedlar  with  his  pack, 
**   Carries  his  riches  on  his  back? 
**   Soon  fhall  this  blockhead  fmk  my  rents, 
**  And  alienate  my  tenements, 
•*  Which  long  have  flood  in  good  repair, 
•*  Nor  funk,  nor  rofe,  from  heir  to  heir; 
*'   Still  the  fame  rent  without  advance, 
*'  Since  the  Black  Prince  firft  conquer'd  France: 
**  But  now,  alas !   all  mull  be  lofl, 
**   And  all  my  prudent  projedls  croft. 
'*  Brave  honeft  race  1    Is  it  thus  then 
*'  We  dwindle  into  gentlemen? 
"  But  I  '11  prevent  this  foul  difgrace, 
**  This  butterfly  from  hence  I  '11  chace." 

He  faddles  Ball  without  delay. 
To  London  town  directs  his  way ; 
There  at  the  Herald's  Office  he 
Took  out  his  coat,  and  paid  his  fee. 
And  had  it  cheap,  as  wits  agree. 

A  lion 


\ 
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A  lion  rampant,  fiout  and  able. 

Argent  the  field,  the  border  fable ; 

The  gay  efcutcheon  look'd  as  fine. 

As  any  new-daub'd  country  fign. 

Thus  having  done  what  he  decreed, 

Home  he  returns  with  all  his  fpeed : 

*'  Here,  fon,"  fiiid  he,  **  fince  you  will  be 

*'  A  gentleman  in  fpight  of  me  ; 

**  Here,  fir,  this  gorgeous  bauble  take, 

"  How  well  it  will  become  a  rake ! 

"^  Be  what  you  feem:  this  is  your  fhare; 

**  But  honeft  Numps  fhall  be  my  heir; 

**  To  him  I  '11  leave  my  whole  eilate, 

**  Left  my  brave  race  degenerate. 

THE     HAPPY     LUNATIC  K: 
To  Doaor  M .      A     TALE. 

"X  IT  THEN  faints  were  cheap  in  good  Nol's  reign, 

^  ^      As  fmners  now  in  Drury-Lane ; 
Wrapt  up  in  myfteries  profound, 
A  faint  perceiv'd  his  head  turn  round: 
Whether  the  fvveet  and  favoury  wind. 
That  fliould  have  been  difcharg'd  behind. 
For  want  of  vent  had  upward  fled. 
And  feiz'd  the  fortrefs  of  his  head; 
Ye  fage  philofophers,  debate : 
I  folve  no  problems  intricate. 
That  he  was  mad,  to  me  is  clear, 
Elfe  why  fliould  he,  whofe  nicer  ear 
Could  never  bear  church-mufick  here, 

Dream 


} 
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Dream  that  he  heard  the  bleft  above. 
Chanting  in  hymns  of  joy  and  love? 
Organs  themfelves,  which  were  of  yore 
The  mufick  of  the  fcarlet  whore, 
Are  now  with  tranfport  heard.    In  fine, 
Ravifti'd  with  harmony  divine. 
All  earthly  bleffings  he  defies. 
The  guell:  and  f:\vourite  of  the  ficies. 
At  laft,  his  too  ofiicious  friends 
The  doftor  call,  and  he  attends ; 
The  patient  cur'd,  demands  his  fee. 
*'  Curfe  on  thy  farting  pills  and  thee," 
Reply'd  the  faint:  **  ah!  to  my  coll 
**  I  'm  cur'd;  but  where  's  the  heaven  I  loft? 
**  Go,  vile  deceiver,  get  thee  hence, 
"  Who  'd  barter  Paradife  for  fenfe?" 

Ev'n  fo  bemus'd  (that  is,  pofTeft), 
With  raptures  fir'd,  and  more  than  blefl? 
In  pompous  epick,  towering  odes, 
I  ftrut  with  heroes,  feaft  with  gods; 
Enjoy  by  turns  the  tuneful  quire. 
For  me  they  touch  each  golden  lyre. 
Happy  delufion  !   kind  deceit ! 
Till  you,  my  friend,  reveal  the  cheat ; 
Your  eye  fevere,  traces  each  fault. 
Each  fwelling  word,  each  tinfel  thought, 
Cur'd  of  my  Frenzy,  I  defpife 
Such  trifles,  ftript  of  their  difguife, 
Convinc'd,  and  miferably  wife. 
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TO     THE     RIGHT     HONOURABLE 

JOHN 

LORD   VISCOUNT    TYRCONNEL, 

Baron   Charleville,    and    Lord  Brownlowe, 
Knight  of  the  Bath. 

PvIy  Lord, 

pART  of  this  poem  had  the  honour  of  your 
Lordfliip's  perufal  when  in  manufcript;  and  it 
was  no  fmall  pride  to  me,  when  it  met  with  appro- 
bation from  fo  diltinguifhing  a  judge  :  fliould  the  reft 
find  the  like  indulgence,  I  fhall  have  no  occafion 
(whatever  its  fuccefs  may  be  in  the  world)  to  repent 
the  labour  it  has  coft  me  — But  my  intention  is  not  to 
purfue  a  difcourfe  on  my  own  performance ;  no,  my 
Lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  opportunity  of  throwing 
out  fentiments  that  relate  to  your  Lordfhip's  good- 
nefs,  the  generofity  of  which,  give  me  leave  to  fay, 
I  have  greatly  experienced. 

I  offer  it  not  as  a  new  remark,  that  dependance 

on  the  Great,  in  former  times,  generally  terminated 

I  3  m 
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in  difappointment ;  nay,  even  their  bounty  (if  it 
could  be  called  fuch)  was,  in  its  very  nature,  un- 
generous. It  was,  perhaps,  with-held,  through  an 
indolent  or  wilful  negledl,  till  thofe,  who  lingered  in 
the  want  of  it,  grew  almoft  pail  the  fenfe  of  comfort. 
At  length  it  came,  too  often,  in  a  manner  that  half 
cancelled  the  obligation,  and,  perchance,  mull  have 
been  acquired  too  by  fome  previous  adl  of  guilt  in 
the  receiver,  the  confequence  of  which  was  remorfe 
and  infamy. 

But  that  I  live,  my  Lord,  is  a  proof  that  depend- 
ance  on  your  Lordfhip,  and  the  prefent  Miniftry,  is 
an  alTurance  of  fuccefs.  I  am  perfuaded,  diftrefs,  in 
many  other  inftances,  aiFedts  your  foul  with  a  com- 
paiTion,  that  always  lliews  itfelf  in  a  manner  moil 
humane  and  adive  ;  that  to  forgive  injuries,  and 
confer  benefits,  is  your  delight;  and  that  to  deferve 
your  friendlhip  is  to  deierve  the  countenance  of  the 
beil  of  men.  To  be  admitted  into  the  honour  of 
your  Lordihip's  converfation  (permit  me  to  fpeak 
but  juftice)  is  to  be  elegantly  introduced  into  the 
moil  inllrudtive,  as  well  as  entertaining,  parts  o-f 
literature  ;  it  is  to  be  furnifned  with  the  fineil  ob- 
fervations  upon  human  nature,  and  to  receive,  from 
the  m.oil  unafluming,  fweet,  and  winning  candour, 
the  worthieil  and  moll  polite  maxims^ — fuch  as  are 
always  enforced  by  the  adions  of  your  own  life.  I 
could  alfo  take  notice  of  your  many  public-fpirited 
fervices  to  your  country  in  Parliament,  and  your 
conflant  attachment   to   Liberty,    and    the  Royal, 

lllullrious 
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Illuilrious  Houfe  of  our  Moll  Gracious  Sovereign ; 
but,  my  Lord,  believe  me,  your  own  deeds  are  the 
nobleft  and  fitteft  orators  to  fpeak  your  praife,  and 
will  elevate  it  far  beyond  the  power  of  a  much  abler 
writer  than  I  am. 

I  will  therefore  turn  my  view  from  your  Lord- 
fhip's  virtues  to  the  kind  influence  of  them,  which 
has  been  fo  lately  fhed  upon  me  ;  and  then,  if  my 
future  morals  and  writings  fnall  gain  any  approba 
tion  from  men  of  parts  and  probity,  I  muft  acknow- 
ledge all  to  be  the  produ£l  of  your  Lordihip's  good- 
nefs  to  me.     I  muft,  in  fine,  fay  with  Horace, 

*'  Quod  fpiro,  Sc  placeo,  (fi  placco)  tuum  eft.'* 

I  am,  with  the  higheft  gratitude  and  veneration. 


My    Lord, 
Your  Lordfhip's  moft  dutiful 
and  devoted  fervant. 


RICHARD   SAVAGE. 
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WANDERER. 
A      VISION. 

CANTO        I. 

r^  AIN  would  my  veHe,  Tyrconnel,  boaitthy  name, 
Brownlowe,  at  once  my  fubjcifL  and  my  fame  1 
Oh !  could  that  fpirit,  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe  ilrength  furprizes,  and  whofe  goodnefs  charms! 
That  various  worth !  could  that  infpire  my  lays,      5 
i-,nvy  ilioald  fmile,  and  Cenfure  learn  to  praife: 
Yet,  though  unequal  to  a  foul  like  thine, 
A  generous  foul,  approaching  to  divine, 
W]ien  blefs'd  beneath  fuch  patronage  I  write. 
Great  my  attempt,  though  hazardous  my  flight.    10 

O'er  ample  Nature  I  extend  my  views; 
Nature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  Mufe: 
She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  ftrife, 
To  try  the  ftill,  compared  with  adive  life ; 
To  prove,  by  thefe  the  fons  of  men  may  owe         15 
The  fruits  of  blifs  to  buriling  clouds  of  woe; 
That  ev'n  calamity,  by  thought  refin'd, 
Infpirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

Come, 
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Come,  Contemplation,  whole  unbounded  gaze. 
Swift  in  a  glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furveys;     20 
Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  canft  find 
Offea,  land,  air,  and  heaven,  and  human-kind; 
What  tides  of  paffion  in  the  bofom  roll ; 
What  thoughts  debafe,  and  what  exalt  the  foul, 
Whofe  pencil  paints,  obfequious  to  thy  will,  25 

All  thou  furvey'ft,  with  a  creative  fkill  I 
Oh,  leave  awhile  thy  lov'd,   fequefter'd  fliade ! 
Awhile  in  wintery  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid ! 
Then  waft  me  to  fome  olive,  bowery  green, 
Where,cloath'd  in  white,  thoulhew'ftamindferene;  30 
Where  kind  Content  from  noife  and  court  retires. 
And  fmiling  fits,  while  Mufes  tune  their  lyres : 
Where  Zephyrs  gently  breathe,  while  Sleep  profound 
To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd; 
Sleep,  on  a  treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines,      35 
By  thee  beitow'd;  whence  Fancy  colour'd  fhines. 
And  flutters  round  his  brow  a  hovering  flight. 
Varying  her  plumes  in  vifionary  light. 

Tho  folar  fires  now  faint  and  watery  burn, 
Juft  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn  !  40 

If  thaw'd,  forth  ifliie,  from  its  mouth  fevere. 
Raw  clouds,  that  fadden  all  th'  inverted  year. 

When  Froft  and  Fire  with  martial  powers  engaged, 
Froft,  northward,  fled  the  war,  unequal  wag'd ! 
Beneath  the  Pole  his  legions  urg'd  their  flight,      45 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profound  and  wide  as  night. 
O'er  cheerlefs  fcenes  by  Defolation  own'd. 
High  on  an  Alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron'd  1 

One 
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One  cLiy-cold  hand,  his  cryftal  beard  fuftains. 
And  fccpter'd  one,  o'er  wind  and  tempeft  reigns ;    50 
O'er  ftony  magazines  of  hail,  that  ftorm 
The  bloflbm'd  fruit,  and  flowery  Spring  deform. 
His  languid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear. 
Dim  gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here. 
His  robe  fnow-wrought,  and  hoar'd  with  age;   his 
breath  55 

A  nitrous  damp,  that  ftrikes  petrific  death. 

Far  hence  lies,  ever-freez'd,  the  northern  main. 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain. 
That,  Ihut  againft  the  fun's  dilTolving  ray. 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquifh'd  day,      60 
And  llretching  ealtward  half  the  world  fecures. 
Defies  difcovery,  and  like  time  endures  ! 

Now  Frofl:  fent  boreal  blafts  to  fcourg,  the  air. 
To  bind  the  flreams,  and  leave  the  landfcape  bare ; 
Yet  when,  far  weft,  his  violence  declines,  65 

Though  here  the  brook,  or  lake,  his  power  confines ; 
To  rocky  pools,  to  cataradls  are  unknown 
His  chains ! — to  rivers,  rapid  like  the  Rhone ! 

The  flilling  moon  caft,  cold,  a  quivering  light, 
Juft  filver'd  o'er  the  fnow,  and  funk  '.—pale  night    70 
Retir'd.    The  dawn  in  light-grey  mills  arofe ! 
Shrill  chants  the  cock ! — the  hungry  heifer  lows ! 
Slow  blufh  yon  breaking  clouds  ;--the  fun ' s  uproll'd  ! 
Th'  expanfive  grey  turns  azure,  chas'd  with  gold; 
White-glittering  ice,chang'dlike  the  topaz, gleams, 75 


Ke/leding  faffron  luftre  from  his  beams. 
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O  Contemplation,  teach  me  to  explore. 
From  Britain  far  remote,  fome  diflant  fhore  ! 
From  Sleep  a  dream  diftinft  and  lively  claim ; 
Clear  let  the  vifion  ftrike  the  moral's  aim  !  So 

It  comes  1   I  feel  it  o'er  my  foul  ferene  ! 
Still  Morn  begins,  and  Froft  retains  the  fcene  ! 

Hark  ! — the  loud  horn's  enlivening  note's  begun  ! 
From  rock  to  vale  fvveet-vvandering  echoes  run  ! 
Still  floats  the  found  flirill-winding  from  afar !       85 
\V.Ud  beafts  aftonifh'd  dread  the  fylvan  war  ! 
Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 
March  on,  charge  brifkly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans,  ducks,  and  gQ^fe,  and  the  vving'd  winter, 
brood. 
Chatter  difcordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  !  90 

At  Babel  thus,  when  heaven  the  tongue  confounds. 
Sudden  a  thoufand  different  jargon-founds. 
Like  jangling  bells,  harfli  mingling,  grate  the  ear  ! 
AH  flare  1  all  talk  1  all -mean-j -Jiut -aone-jcohere  ! 
Mark  !  wiley  fowlers  meditate  their  doom,  95 

And  fmoaky  Fate  fpeeds  thundering  through  the 
Stop'd  fliort,  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  to  fly,  [glooml 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  fluttering,  fall  and  die. 

Still  Fancy  wafts  me  on  !  deceiv'd  1  Hand, 
Eftrang'd,  adventurous  on  a  foreign  land  !  100 

Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  fcene  unknown  I 
Where  fliall  I  turn,  a  Wa  n  d  e  r  e  r,   and  alone  ? 

From  hilly  wilds,  and  depths  where  fnows  remain. 
My  winding  fleps  up  a  fleep  mountain  ftrain  ! 
Emers'd  a-top,  I  mark,  the  hills  fubflde,  105 

And  towers  afpire,  but  w  ith  inferior  pride  ! 

On 


THE    WANDERER,    Canto  I.       125 

On  this  bleak  height  tall  firs,  with  ice-work  crovvn'd. 
Bend,  while  their  flaky  winter  (hades  the  ground  ! 
Hoarfe,  and  direct,   a  bluftering  north-wind  blows ! 
On  boughs, thick-ruftling, crack  the  crifpedfnows!  1 10 
Tangles  of  froll  half-fright  the  wilder'd  eye. 
By  heat  oft-blacken'd  like  a  lowering  Iky ! 
Hence  down  the  fide  two  turbid  rivulets  pour. 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cataract  roar  1 
While  pleas'd  the  watery  progrefs  I  purfue,         1 15 
Yon  rocks  in  rough  aflemblage  rufh  in  view  1 
In  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife  ; 
And  a  dark  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  lies. 
There  the  dim'd  fight  with  dizzy  weaknefs  fails. 
And  horror  o'er  the  firmed  brain  prevails  !  1 20 

Thither  thefe  mountain-ftreams  their  pafTage  take. 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lake  1 
The  lake,  high-fwelling,  fo  redundant  grows. 
From  the  heap'd  ftcre  deriv'd,  a  river  flows ; 
Which,  deepening,  travels  thro'  a  diftant  wood,   1 25 
And  thence  emerging,  meets  a  filler-flood  ; 
Mingled  they  flafli  on  a  wide-opening  plain. 
And  pafs  yon  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  heaven  for  union  made. 
And  ftrengthening  forward,  lend  a  mutual  aid,      1 30 
And  prove  -in  every  tranfient  turn  their  aim. 
Through  finite  life  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape— Ocean,  to  my  fight, 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  failing  fliips  delight, 
InprofpedllcflTen'd! — Nownewrocks,rear'dhigh,  135 
Stretch  a  crofs -ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye ; 

There 
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There  lies  obfcur'd  the  ripening  diamond's  ray. 

And  thence  red-branching  coral 's  rent  away. 

In  conic  form  there  gelid  cryftal  grows  ; 

Thro'  fuch  the  palace-lamp,  gay  lullre  throws !  140 

Luitre,  which,  through  dim  night,  as  various  plays. 

As  play  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays  I 

For  nobler  ufe  the  cryftal's  worth  may  rife. 

If  tubes  perfpeftive  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize  ; 

Thro'  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far -lengthened  eye  1 4^; 

Meafure  known  ftars,  and  new  remoter  fpy. 

Hence  Commerce  many  a  (horten'd  voyage  fleers, 

Shorten'd  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years  ; 

Hence  Halley's  foul  etherial  flight  eflays; 

Inftru6live  there  from  orb  to  orb  fhe  ftrays ;         150 

Sees,  round  new  countlefs  funs,  new  fyftems  roll  1 

Sees  God  in  all !  and  magnifies  the  whole ! 

Yon  rocky  fide  enrich'd  the  fummer  fcene. 

And  peafants  fearch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green ; 

Now  naked,  pale,  and  comfortlefs  it  lies,  155 

Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death's  difguife. 

There,  while  without  the  founding  tempell  fwells,    . 

Incav'd  fecure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells ; 

And  there,  when  Nature  owns  prolific  fpring. 

Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing.  160 

Swains  on  the  coafl  the  far-fam'd  fifh  defcry. 

That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye ; 

While  fliells,  a  fcatter'd  ornament  bellow. 

The  tinftur'd  rivals  of  the  fliowery  bow. 

Yon  limelefs  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind,  165 

In  future  cauldrons  ufeful  texure  find, 

Till, 
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Till,  on  the  furnace  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 
Brightens,  and  brightening  hardens  into  glais. 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave. 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave;    170 
Though  lafli'd  by  ftorms,  which  naval  pride  o'erturn. 
The  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  burn. 
Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes. 
And  each  fafe  neft  on  a  calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  wind  full  eaft;  and  keen,  and  fore,  17; 
Its  cutting  influence  aches  in  every  pore  ! 
Hew  weak  thy  fabric,  Man  ! — A  puff,  thus  blown. 
Staggers  thy  llrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan. 
A  tooth's  minuteft  nerve  let  anguifli  feize. 
Swift  kindred  fibres  catch  !  (fo  frail  our  eafe  !)    180 
Pinch'd,  pierc'd,  and  torn,  enflam'd,  and  unafTuag'd, 
They  fmart,  and  fwell,  and  throb,  and  fhoot  enrag'd  I 
From  nerve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th'  exulting  pain  I 
— And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  ?     [glides ! 
Now  my  blood  chills !  fcarce  through  my  veins  it 
Sure  on  each  blaft  a  fhivering  ague  rides  I 
Warn'd  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake. 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take  ! 

Half  I  defcend :  my  fpirits  faft  decay ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way.  190 

Clofe  with  this  flage  a  precipice  combines ; 
Whence  flill  the  fpacious  country  far  declines ! 
The  herds  feem  infedls  in  the  diftant  glades, 
And  men  diminifh'd,  as,  at  noon,  their  fhades  ! 
"^rhick  on  this  top  o'ergrown  for  walks  are  feen    195 
Grey  leaflefs  wood,  and  winter-greeus  between ! 

The 
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The  reddening  berry,  deep-ting'd  holly  (hows, 
And  matted  miftletoe,  the  white,  bellows  ! 
Though  loft  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 
Tho'  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  ihoots !    200 
Thefe  boughs,  the  filenc'd  fhivering  fongfters  feek  1 
Thefe  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a  place,  all  outward  bare. 
Inward  the  dreary  manfion  of  Defpair  I 
The  water  of  the  mountain-road,  half-ftrayM,    205 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brown  cafcade. 

Has  Nature  this  rough,  naked  piece  defign'd, 
To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind? 
She  has.     Approach'd,  appears  a  deep  defcent. 
Which  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  extent !  210 

And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach'd,  I  hear 
A  trampling  found  of  footfteps  haftening  near  ! 
A  death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breaft : 
Soft !  the  wifh'd  obj-e<ft  Hands  at  length  confell ! 
Of  youth  his  form ! — But  why  with  anguifti  bent  ?  2 1 5 
Why  pin'd  with  fallow  marks  of  difcontent  ? 
Yet  Patience,  labouring  to  beguile  his  care. 
Seems  to  raife  hope,  and  fmiles  away  defpair. 
Compaffion,  in  his  eye,  furveys  my  grief. 
And  in  his  voice  invites  me  to  relief.  220 

Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hafte, 
(He  fays,)  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirits  wafle  I 

All  fear  forget Each  portal  I  poflefs. 

Duty  wide-opens  to  receive  diftrefs. 

Oblig'd,  J  follow,  by  his  guidance  led  ;  225 

The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread  1 

And 
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And  now,  in  fquar'd  divifions,  I  lurvey 
Chambers  fequeftcr'd  from  the  glare  of  day; 
Yet  needful  lights  are  taught  to  intervene. 
Through  rifts  ;  each  forming  a  perfpedtive  fcene.   230 

In  front  a  parlour  meets  my  entering  view; 
Oppos'd,   a  room  to  fweet  refeflion  due. 
Here  my  chill'd  veins  are  warm'd  by  chippy  fires. 
Through  the  bor'd  rock  above,  the  fmoke  expires ; 
Neat,  o'er  a  homely  board,  a  napkin  's  fpread,  235 
Crown'd  with  a  heapy  canifler  of  bread. 
A  maple  cup  is  next  difpatch'd  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  falutary  fpring  : 
Nor  mourn  we  abfent  bleiTrngs  of  the  vine. 
Here  laughs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rofy  wine  ;  240 

And  favoury  cates,  upon  clear  embers  cafl. 
Lie  hiffing,  till  fuatch'd  oiF ;  a  rich  repall  ! 
Soon  leap  my  fpirits  with  enliven'd  power. 
And  in  gay  converfe  glides  the  feaftful  hour. 

The  Hermit,  thus:  Thou  wonder'ft  at  thy  fare:  245 
On  me,  yon  city,  kind,  bellows  her  care : 
Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  generous  juice. 
That  warms  chill'd  life,  her  charities  produce  : 
Accept  without  reward  ;   unafk'd  'twas  mine  ; 
Here  what  thy  health  requires,  as  free  be  thine.  250 
Hence  learn  that  God,  (who,  in  the  time  of  need. 
In  frozen  deferts  can  the  raven  feed) 
Well -fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  breaft. 
His  fecond  means,  to  fuccour  man  diftrell. 
Hepaus'd.  Deep  thought  upon  his  afpedgloom'd;  255 
Then  he,  with  fmile  humane,  his  voice  refum'd. 

Vol.  XLI.  K  I'm 
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I  *m  juH  inform'd,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  fcorn) 

By  one  unfeen  by  thee,  thou'rt  Engliih-born. 

Of  England  I— To  me  the  Britifh  ftate 

Rifes,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great !  260 

Here  ftand  we  confcious : — DifRdence  fufpend  ! 

Free  flow  our  words  ! — Did  ne'er  thy  Mufe  extend 

To  grots,  where  Contemplation  fmiles  ferene. 

Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 

To  groves,  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rife,    265 

Catch  the  rapt  foul,  and  waft  it  to  the  Ikies  ? 

This  cave ! — Yon  walks  !  — But,  ere  I  more  unfold. 

What  artful  fcenes  thy  eyes  fhall  here  behold. 

Think  fubjefts  of  my  toil :  nor  wondering  gaze  ! 

What  cannot  Induftry  completely  raife  ?  270 

Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfcape  found. 

By  Induilry  is  all  with  beauty  crown'd  ! 

He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gain. 

Hues  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain; 

He  forms  the  fword  to  fmite ;  he  fheaths  the  fteel,    275 

Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  Ihews  the  balm  to  heal ; 

Or  with  loom'd  wool  the  native  robe  fupplies ; 

Or  bids  young  plants  in  future  forells  rife ; 

Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away. 

Shall,  with  new  grace,  the  dillant  ocean  fway;    280 

Hence  golden  Commerce  views  her  wealth  encreafe. 

The  blifsful  child  of  Liberty  and  Peace. 

He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  and,   flill  employM, 

Fills,  with  foft  fertile  mould,  the  ftcril  void; 

Slop'd  up  white  rocks,  fmall,  yellow  harvefts  grow,  285 

And,  green  on  terrac'd  flages,  vineyards  blow ! 

By 
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By  him  fall  mountains  to  a  level  fpace. 
An  ifthmus  fmks,  and  funder'd  Teas  embrace ! 
He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  fhore. 
And  defolation  ftarves  the  tradt  no  more.  290 

From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land ; 
Where  wide  they  foam'd,  her  towns  and  traffics  Hand ; 
He  clear'd,  manur'd,  enlarg'd  the  furtive  ground, 
J\nd  firms  the  conqueft  with  his  fenceful  mound. 
Ev'n  mid  the  watery  world  his  Venice  rofe,         295 
Each  fabric  there,  as  Pleafure's  feat  he  fhows  ! 
There  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  aflion  fought, 
Landfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thought. 
What  wonder  then  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 
A  manfion  in  a  barren  mountain  made  ?  300 

Part  thou  haft  view'd! — If  further  we  explore. 
Let  Tnduftry  deferve  applaufe  the  more. 

No  frowning  care  yon  bleft  apartment  fees. 
There  Sleep  retires,  and  finds  a  couch  of  eafe. 
Kind  dreams,  that  fly  remorfe,  and  pamper'd  wealth, 
There  flied  the  fmiles  of  innocence  and  health. 

Mark  ! — Here  defcends  a  grot,  delightful  feat ! 
Which  warms  e'e:i  winter,  tempers  fummerheatl 
See  ! — Gurgling  from  a  top,  a  fpring  diftils ! 
In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  rills ;     310 
Soft  coos  of  diftant  doves,  receiv'd  around. 
In  foothing  mixture,  fwell  the  watery  found ; 
And  hence  the  ftreamlets  feek  the  terrace'  fhade. 
Within,  without,  alike  to  all  convey'd. 
Fafs  on— New  fcenes,  by  my  creative  power,       315 
Invite  Reflexion's  fweet  and  folemn  hour. 

K  2  We 
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We  enter'd,  where,  in  well-rang'd  order.  Hood 
Th'  inftruftive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good. 
Thefe  friends  (faid  he)  though  I  defert  mankind. 
Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind.  320 

Each  genius,  youth  conceals,  or  time  difplays, 
I  know ;  each  work  fome  feraph  here  conveys. 
Retirement  thus  prefents  my  fearchful  thought. 
What  heaven  infpir'd,  and  what  the  Mufe  has  taught  ; 
What  Young  fatiric  and  fublime  has  writ,  325 

Whofe  life  is  virtue,  and  whofe  Mufe  is  wit. 
Rapt  I  forefee  thy  Mallet's  *  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  fhoot  at  length  to  fame. 
Sweet  fancy's  bloom  in  Fenton's  lay  appears. 
And  the  ripe  judgment  of  inftru6live  years.  330 

In  Hill  is  all  that  generous  fouls  revere. 
To  Virtue  and  the  Mufe  for  ever  dear  : 
And  Thomfon,  in  this  praife,  thy  merit  fee. 
The  tongue,  that  praifes  merit,  praifes  thee. 

Thefe  fcorn  (faid  I)  the  verfe-wright  of  their  age. 
Vain  of  a  laboured,  languid,  ufeleis  page ; 
To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong 
Is  glaring,  or  obfcure,  when  clear,   and  llrong; 
V/ho,  in  cant  phrafes.,  gives  a  work  difgrace  ; 
His  wit,  and  oddnefs  of  his  tone  and  face;  340 

Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  effay, 
In  fome  low  libel  a  mean  heart  difplay  ; 
Thofe,  who  once  prais'd,  now  undeceiv'd,  defpife, 
Jt  lives  contemn'd  a  day,  then  harmlefs  dies. 

•  He  had  then  jull  written  The  Excursion, 

Or 
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Or  fhouldfome  nobler  bard,  their  worth,  unpraife,  345 
Deferting  morals,  that  adorn  his  lays, 
Alas !  too  oft  each  fcience  fliews  the  fame. 
The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name  : 
Ye  bards,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  fhock  ; 
Has  not  a  Stillingfleet  oppos'd  a  Locke  ?  350 

Oh,  flill  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir'd! 
Unenvy'd  had  he  liv'd,  if  unadmir'd. 

Let  Envy,  he  replied,  all  ireful  rife. 
Envy  purfues  alone  the  brave  and  wife  ; 
Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain,  355 

And  Pope,   the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train! 
To  whom  be  Nature's,  and  Britannia's  praife ! 
All  their  bright  honours  rufli  into  his  lays  ! 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal. 
Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots  feel !       360 
Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  fedate. 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate  ; 
Profound  as  reafon,  and  as  juftice  clear  ; 
Soft  as  compafTion,  yet  as  truth  fevere; 
As  bounty  copious,  as  perfuafion  fweet,  365 

Like  nature  various,  and  like  art  complete; 
So  fine  her  morals,  fo  fublime  her  views. 
His  life  is  almoft  equal'd  by  his  Mufe. 

O  Pope! — Since  Envy  is  decreed  by  fate. 
Since  fhe  purfues  alone  the  wife  and  great;  370 

In  one  fmall,  emblematic  landfcape  fee. 
How  vaft  a  diftance  'twixt  thy  foe  and  thee ! 
Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene 
(A  hill,  where  all  is  clear,  and  all  ferene). 

K  3  Rude 
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Rude  earth-bred  ftorms  o'er  meaner  valleys  blow,  375 
And  wandering  mills  roll,  blackening  far  below ; 
Dark,  and  debas'd,  like  them,  is  Envy's  aim. 
And  clear,  and  eminent,  like  Truth,  thy  fame. 

Thus  L  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpring  ? 
Or  why  embofom  we  a  viper's  fling  ?  380 

'Tis  Envy  flings  our  darling  pafTion,  pride. 
Alas !   (the  man  of  mighty  foul  replied) 
Why  chufe  we  miferies  ?  Mofl  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  fource— we  dread  fuperior  worth; 
Prefer'd,  it  feems  a  fatire  on  our  own;  385 

Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  moan : 
Then  we  abflraft  our  views,  and  envy  fhow, 
Whence  fprings  the  mifery,  pride  is  doom'd  to  know. 
Thus  folly  pain  creates :  By  wifdom's  power, 
W^e  fhun  the  weight  of  many  a  refllefs  hour—      390 
Lo  1  I  meet  wrong  ;  perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 
Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  public  weal. 
I,  of  the  whole,  am  part — the  joy  men  fee, 
Muft  circulate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 
Why  fhould  I  then  of  private  lofs  complain  ?        395 
Oflofs,  that  proves,  perchance,  a  brother's  gain? 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay. 
May  waft  a  richer  freight  its  wifn'd-for  way. 
If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abje6l  ground. 
Mountains  are  but  fupplied,  when  vales  are  drown'd; 
If,  with  foft  moifture  fwell'd,  the  vale  looks  gay. 
The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 
Shall  clouds,  but  at  my  welfare's  call  defcend  f 
Shall  gravity  for  me  her  laws  fufpend  ? 

For 
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For  me  (hall  funs  their  noon-tide  courfe  forbear  ?  405 

Or  motion  not  fubfift  to  influence  air  ? 

Let  the  means  vary,  be  they  froft,  or  flame. 

Thy  end,  O  Nature  !   iHll  remains  the  fame ! 

Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wife  man's  care, — 

To  fhun  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear.  410 


CANTO.        II, 


X  X^HILE  thus  a  mind  humane,  and  wife,  he  fhows, 

All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows. 
Youth,  though  deprefs'd,  through  all  his  form  appears; 
Through  all  his  fentiments  the  depth  of  years. 
Thus  he  — Yet  farther  Induilry  behold,  5 

Which  confcious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold. 
Enter  my  chapel  next — Lo !   here  begin 
The  hallow'd  rites,  that  check  the  growth  of  fin. 
When  firft  we  met,  how  foon  you  feem'd  to  know 
My  bofom,  labouring  with  the  throbs  of  woe  !        10 
Such  racking  throbs  1 — Soft !  when  I  roufe  thofe  cares.. 
On  my  chill'd  mind  pale  RecoUedlion  glares ! 
When  moping  Frenzy  llrove  my  thoughts  to  fway, 
Here  prudent  labours  chac'd  her  power  away. 
Full,  and  rough-rifmg  from  yon  fculptur'd  wall,    15 
Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call ! 
Meek  martyrs  fmile  in  flames !  gor'd  champions  groan! 
And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in  ftone ! 

K  4  Next 
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Next  fliadovv'd  light  a  rounding  force  bellows. 

Swells  into  life,  and  fpeaking  a<5lion  grows !  20 

Here  pleafmg,  melancholy  fubjeds  find. 

To  calm,  amufe,  exalt  the  penfive  mind ! 

This  figure  tender  grief,  like  mine,  implies, 

And  femblant  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  defpife. 

Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals;  25 

Loofe-veird,  in  negligence  of  charms  fhe  kneels. 

Though  drefs,  near-ftor'd,  its  vanity  fupplies. 

The  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 

The  fmful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fhe  keeps. 

As  o'er  Jerufalem  MefTiah  weeps.  30 

One  hand  her  bofom  fmites ;  in  one  appears 

The  lifted  lawn,  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 

Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  fways  mankind. 
True  fortitude  aflumes  the  patient  mind : 
Such  prov'd  MelTiah's,  though  to  fuiFering  born,    35 
To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach,   and  fcorn. 
Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  defign'd; 
The  weary'd  virgin  by  a  ftream  reclin'd. 
Who  feeds  the  child.     Her  looks  a  charm  exprefs, 
A  modeft  charm,  that  dignifies  diftrefs.  40 

Boughs  o'er  their  heads  v/ith  blufhing  fruits  depend,  . 
Which  angels  to  her  bufied  confort  bend. 
Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difcern'd. 
Trifles,  concerning  Him,  all  heaven  concern'd. 

Here  the  transfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires :     45 
See  !  the  white  form  in  a  bright  cloud  afpires ! 
Full  on  his  followers  burfls  a  flood  of  rays, 
Proftrate  they  fall  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  blaze! 

Like 
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Like  noon-tide  fummer-funs  the  rays  appear, 
UnfufFerable,  magnificent,  and  near  !  50 

What  fcene  of  agony  the  garden  brings ; 
The  cup  of  gall ;  the  fuppliant  King  cf  kings  ! 
The  crown  of  thorns  ;  the  crofs,  that  felt  him  die ; 
Thefe,  languid  in  the  fketch,  unfinifh'd  lie. 

There,  from  the  dead,  centurions  fee  him  rife,  55 
See  !  but  ftruck  down  with  horrible  furprize  ! 
As  the  firft  glory  feem'd  a  fun  at  neon. 
This  calls  the  filver  fplendor  of  the  moon. 

Here  peopled  day,  th'  afcending  God  furveys ! 
The  glory  varies,  as  the  myriads  gaze  !  60 

Now  fcften'd,  like  a  fun  at  dillance  feen. 
When  through  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  ferene ! 
Now  fail-encreafmg  to  the  crowd  amaz'd. 
Like  fome  vaft  meteor  high  in  aether  rais'd ! 

My  labour,  yon  high-vaulted  altar  llains  65 

With  dies,  that  emulate  aetherial  plains. 
The  convex  glafs,  which  in  that  opening  glows. 
Mid  circling  rays  a  pidlur'd  Saviour  fhows ! 
Bright  it  collefts  the  beams,  which,  trembling  all. 
Back  from  the  God,  a  fliowery  radiance  fall.        70 
Lightening  the  fcene  beneath  !   a  fcene  divine  ! 
Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  Ihine  ! 

Here  water-falls,  that  play  melodious  round. 
Like  a  fvveet  organ,  fvvell  a  lofty  found ! 
The  folemn  notes  bid  earthly  paffions  fly,  75 

Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lift  my  foul  on  high ! 

This  monumental  marble — this  I  rear 
To  one— Oh !  ever  mourn'd ! — Oh !  ever  dear ! 

He 
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He  ftopt — pathetic  fighs  the  paufe  fupply. 

And  the  prompt  tear  flarts,  quivering,  on  his  eye !  80 

I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  feen. 
An  imag'd  beauty  ftretch'd  at  length  between. 
Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Cecilia  fcrung ; 
Leaning,  from  high,  a  liftening  angel  hung  ! 
Friendihip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remains,         85 
A  phoenix,  with  irradiate  creft,  fullains : 
This  grac'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t'  impart 
Two  foreign  hands,  that  clafp  a  burning  heart. 
A  pendent  veil  two  hovering  feraphs  raife. 
Which  opening  heaven  upon  the  roof  difplays !     90 
And  two,  benevolent,  lefs-diftant,  hold 
A  vafe,  colle6live  of  perfumes  uproll'd ! 
Thefe  from  the  heart,  by  Friendihip  held,  arile. 
Odorous  as  incenfe  gathering  in  the  ikies. 
In  the  fond  pelican  is  love  exprefl:,  95 

Who  opens  tc  her  young  her  tender  breaft. 
Two  mated  turtles  hovering  hang  in  air. 
One  by  a  faulcon  ftruck ! — in  wild  defpair. 
The  hermit  cries — So  death,  alas !  dellroys 
The  tender  confort  of  my  cares  and  joys  !  100 

Again  foft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung. 
Again  check'd  founds  dy'd,  fluttering,  on  his  tongue. 
Too  well  his  pining  inmoll  thought  I  know  I 
Too  well  ev'n  filence  tells  the  llory'd  woe ! 
To  his  my  fighs,  to  his  my  tears  reply!  105 

1  llray  o'er  all  the  tomb  a  watery  eye  ! 

Next,  on  the  wall,  her  fcenes  of  life  I  gaz'd. 
The  form  back-leaning,  by  a  globe  half-rais'd ! 

Cherubs 
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Cherubs  a  profFer'd  crown  of  glory  fhow, 
Ey'd  willful  by  tli*  admiring  fair  below.  110 

In  aftion  eloquent  difpos'd  her  hands. 
One  fhows  her  breaft,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 
This  the  fond  hermit  feiz'd  ! — o'er  all  his  foul. 
The  foft,  wild,  wailing,  amorous  paffion  Hole ! 
In  rtedfail  gaze  his  eyes  her  afpe6l  keep,  115 

Then  turn  away,  a  while  dejeded  weep ; 
Then  he  reverts  them ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
Dimm'd  with  the  fwelling  grief  that  ilreams  again. 
Where  now  is  my  philofophy  ?   (he  cries) 
My  joy,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies  I  120 

Why  did  I  e'er. that  prime  of  bleihngs  know? 
Was  it,  ye  cruel  fates,  t'  embitter  woe  ? 
Why  would  your  bolts  not  level  firll  my  head  ? 
Why  muft  I  live  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ? 
—Sir,  I  had  once  a  wife !  Fair  blcom'd  her  youth,  1 25 
Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  was  truth  ! 
Oh,  fhe  was  dear !  How  dear,  what  words  can  fay  ? 
She  dies ! — my  heaven  at  once  is  fnatch'd  away  ! 
Ah !  what  avails,  that,  by  a  father's  care, 
I  rofe  a  wealthy  and  illuftrious  heir?  130 

That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 
Th'  inftrudlive,  pleafmg,  academic  grove  ? 
That  in  the  fenate  eloquence  was  mine  ? 
That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  lliine  ? 
Thatlove  (hower'dbleiBngs  too— far  more  than  all  1 35 
High-rapt  ambition  e'er  could  happy  call  ? 
Ah  1  —What  are  thefe,  which  ev'n  the  wife  adore  ? 
Loll  is  my  pride ! — Olympia  is  no  more  I 

Had 
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Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  powers !  been  born 

The  world's  cold  pity,  or,  at  bell,  its  fcorn;      140 

Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  bereft ; 

To  want,  to  Ihame,  to  ruthlefs  cenfure  left  1 

Patience,  or  pride,  to  this,  relief  fupplies  '. 

But  a  loft  wife! — there!  there  diftradion  lies  I 

Now  three  fad  years  I  yield  me  all  to  grief,     145 
And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief! 
Though  rich,  great,  young,  I  leave  a  pompous  feat, 
(My  brother's  now)  to  feek  fome  dark  retreat: 
Mid  cloifter'd  folitary  tombs  t  ftray, 
Defpair  and  horror  lead  the  cheerlefs  way!  150 

My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a  wild  excefs. 
Life,  injur'd  life,  muft  wilh  the  paflion  lefs ! 
Olympia! — my  Olympia's  loft!   (I  cry) 
Olympia  's  loft,  the  hollow  vaults  reply ! 
Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan;  155 

The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan ; 
Theghofts  tofcream,  as  through  lone  aifles  they  fweep; 
The  Ihrines  to  Ihudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep ! 

Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gathering  fighs  fuppreft. 
Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  labouring  breaft !  1 60 
With  ftruggling  ftarts,  each  vital  ftring  they  ftrain. 
And  ftrike  the  tottering  fabric  of  my  brain ! 
O'er  my  funk  fpirits  frowns  a  vapoury  fcene, 
Woe's  dark  retreat !  the  madding  maze  of  fpleen ! 
A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erfpreads  the  murky  cell;  165 
Here  pining  thoughts  and  fecret  terrors  dwell ! 
Here  learn  the  Great  unreal  wants  to  feign ! 
Unpleafmg  truths  here  mortify  the  vain  I 

Here 
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Here  learning,  blinded  firil,  and  then  beguil'd, 
Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild!  170 

Here  firft  Credulity  on  Reafon  won ! 
And  here  falfe  Zeal  myfterious  rants  begun ! 
Here  Love  impearls  each  moment  with  a  tear. 
And  Superflition  owes  to  Spleen  her  fear! 

Fantaftic  lightnings,  through  the  dreary  way,    175 
In  fwift  fhort  fignals  flafh  the  bur  (ling  day ! 
Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly  I 
A  dire  deception  flrikes  the  mental  eye! 
By  the  blue  fires,  pale  phantoms  grin  fevere! 
Shrill,  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  afFi'ighted  ear!   180 
Air-bani{h'd  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound. 
And,  all  obfcene,  ihed  baneful  damps  around  ! 
Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind. 
Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind! 

Loud  laughs  the  hag ! — She  mocks  complaint  away. 
Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets-in  more  than  day. 
Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  vving'd  in  various  flight. 
Seek  emblematic  fliades,  and  myftic  light! 
Some  drive  with  rapid  ikeeds  the  fliining  car! 
Thefe  nod  from  thrones !  Thofe  thunder  in  the  war  [190 
Till,  tir'd,  they  turn  from  the  delufive  fliow. 
Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  ftupid  woe. 

Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  difplays. 
Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  adiive  raife ; 
A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh ! 
Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye ! 
Her  eye  all  red,  and  funk!— A  robe  flie  wore. 
With  life's  calamities  embroider'd  o'er, 

A  mirror 


195 
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A  mirror  in  one  hand  colleftive  fhows, 
Vary'd  and  multiply'd,  that  group  of  woes.        200 
This  endlefs  foe  to  generous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a  couch  for  eafe ;  but  lolls  in  vain ; 
She  mufes  o'er  her  woe -embroidered  veil. 
And  felf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaft. 
To  {hun  her  care,  the  force  of  fleep  (he  tries,      20;; 
Still  wakes  her  mind,  though  (lumbers  doze  her  eyes  : 
She  dreams.  Harts,  rifes,  ftalks  from  place  to  place. 
With  reftlefs,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace ; 
Now  eyes  the  fun,  and  curfes  every  ray. 
Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fades  away.  210 
Dim  fpedtres  dance.    Again  her  eye  Ihe  rears; 
Then  from  the  blood-fhot  ball  wipes  purpled  tears ; 
Then  prefies  hard  her  brov/,  with  mifchief  fraught. 
Her  brow  half  burlls  with  agony  of  thought ! 
From  me  (file  cries)  pale  wretch,  thy  comfort  claim,  2 1 5 
Born  of  Defpair,  and  Suicide  my  name! 
Why  Ihould  thy  life  a  moment's  pain  endure ! 
Here  every  objeft  proffers  grief  a  cure. 
She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  blackening  fhootl 
Fear  not !  pluck !  eat  (faid  fhe)  the  fovereign  root !  220 
Then  Death,  revers'd,  jQiall  bear  his  ebon  lance  1 
Soft  o'er  thy  fight  fhall  fwim  the  fhadowy  trance ! 
Or  leap  yon  rock,  pofTefs  a  watery  grave. 
And  leave  wild  forrow  to  the  wind  and  wave ! 
Or  mark — this  poniard  thus  from  mifery  frees !    225 
She  wounds  her  breaft! — the  guilty  Heel  1  feize! 
Straight,  where  fhe  ftiuck,  a  fmoaking  fpring  of  gore 
Wells  from  the  wound,  and  floats  the  crimfon'd  floor. 

She 
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She  faints!  Ihe  fades'. — Calm  thoughts  the  deed  revolve. 
And  now,  unftartling,  fix  the  dire  refolve  ;  230 

Death  drops  his  terrors,  and,  with  charming  wiles. 
Winning,  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia  fmiles  I 
He  points  the  pafTage  to  the  feats  divine, 
Where  poets,  heroes,  fainted  lovers  fliine ! 
I  come,  Olympia! — my  rear'd  arm  extends;        235 
Half  to  my  breail  the  threatening  point  defcends ; 
Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land !  new  lightnings  play ! 
When,  lo !  a  voice  refounds — Arife !  away  I 

Away !  nor  murmur  at  th'  affliftive  rod ! 

Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God!         24.0 

Fly*ft  thou  from  Providence  for  v^in  relief? 

Such  ill-fought  eafe  fhall  draw  avenging  grief. 

Honour,  the  more  cbftrucled,  Itronger  fliines. 

And  zeal  by  perfecution's  rage  refines. 

By  woe,  the  foul  to  daring  aftion  fwells ;  245 

By  woe,  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels ; 

From  patient,  prudent  dear  experience  fprings. 

And  traces  knowledge  through  the  courfe  of  things! 

Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs. 

Renown: — whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs.  250 

The  vanifh'd  fiend  thus  fent  a  hollow  voice. 

Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  flraight  be  death  thy  choice. 

How  mean  are  thofe,  who  paffively  complain ; 

While  aftive  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  flrain! 

Though  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  fuccefs,  255 

Renown  : — whate'er  men  covet  and  cr.refs ; 

On  earth  fuccefs  mull  in  its  turn  give  way. 

And  ev'n  perfedUon  introduce  decay. 

Never 
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Never  the  world  of  fpirits  thus — their  reft 
Untouch'd!   entire! — once  happy,  everbleft!      260 

Earneft  the  heavenly  voice  refponfive  cries. 
Oh,  liften  net  to  fubtilty  unwife ! 
Thy  guardian  faint,  who  mourns  thy  haplefs  fate. 
Heaven  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue,  ere  toa  late. 
Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear-lov'd  wife  deplore,    265 
Olympia  waits  thee  on  a  foreign  fhore ; 
There  in  a  cell  thy  laft  remains  be  fpent ; 
Away!  deceive  Defpair,  and  find  Content ! 

I  heard,  obey'd;  nor  rriore  of  Fate  complain'd; 
Long  feas  1  meafur'd,  and  this  mountain  gain'd.  270 
Soon  to  a  yawning  rift,  chance  turn'd  my  way; 
A  den  it  prov'd,  where  a  huge  ferpent  lay! 
Flame-ey'd  he  lay ! — he  rages  now  for  food. 
Meets  my  firil  glance,  and  meditates  my  blood ! 
His  bulk,  in  many  a  gather'd  orb  uproll'd,  275 

Rears  fpire  on  fpire !  His  fcales,  be-dropt  with  gold. 
Shine  burnifh'd  in  the  fun!  fuch  height  they  gain. 
They  dart  green  luftre  on  the  diftant  main ! 
Now  writh'd  in  dreadful  Hope,  he  ftoops  his  creft. 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  unfhielded  breaft!  280 

Juft  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmites  the  foe ! 
Headlefs  he  falls  beneath  th'  unerring  blow ! 
Wrath  yet  remains,  though  ilrength  his  fabric  leaves. 
And  the  meant  hifs  the  gafping  mouth  deceives ; 
7'he  lengthening  trunk  llow-loofens  every  fold,  285 
Lingers  in  life :  then  ftretches  ftiif,  and  cold, 
juft  as  th'  inveterate  fon  of  mifchief  ends. 
Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends : 

I  hail 
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I  hail  this  omen  !  all  bad  palTions  ceafe, 
Like  the  flain  fnake,  and  all  within  is  peace.       290 

Next,  to  religion  this  plain  roof  I  raife ! 
In  duteous  rites  my  hallow'd  tapers  blaze  ; 
I  bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altars  fmoke  ! 
Then,  at  this  tomb,  my  promis'd  love  invoke  ! 
She  hears!  Che  comes ! — My  heart  what  raptures  v/arm? 
All  my  Olympia  fparkles  in  the  form  ! 
No  pale,  wan,  livid  mark  of  death  fhe  bears ! 
Each  rofeate  look  a  quickening  tranfport  wears  ! 
A  robe  of  light,  high-wrought,  her  fhapc  inverts ;    ' 
Unzon'd  the  fwelling  beauty  of  her  breails !         300 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  rcfumes. 
In  her  fair  hand.  Love's  branch  of  myrtle  blooms ! 
Silent,  awhile,  each  well-known  charm  I  trace  ; 
Then,  thus,   (while  nearer  flie  avoids  th'  embrace) 
Thou  dear  deceit ! — mull  I  a  fhade  purfuc  ?  305 

Dazzled  I  gaze  !— thou  fwimm'ft  before  my  view  ! 
Dipt  in  etherial  dews,  her  bough  divine 
Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  llrengthen'd,  bear  the  Ihine: 
Still  thus  I  urge  (for  ftill  the  fhadowy  blifs 
Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs)  310 
Oh,  fly  not!— fade  not !  liflen  to  love's  call  I 
She  lives !  no  more  I  'm  man  I  —  I  'm  fpirit  all ! 
Then  let  me  fnatch  thee! — prefs  thee!— take  me  whole! 
Oh,  clofe  ! — yet  clofer  1 — cloier  to  my  foul ! 
Twice,  round  her  waift,  my  eager  arms  entwin'd,  3  1 5 
And,  twice  deceiv'd,  my  frenzy  clafp'd  the  wind ! 
Then  thus  I  rav'd— Behold  thy  huiband  kneel. 
And  judge  !  O  judge  what  agonies  I  feel ! 

VoL.XLI.  L  Oh  I 
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Oh  !  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair  ; 
Take  Horror's  Ihape,  and  fright  me  to  defpairl   320 
Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  fee  my  moan. 
Far  rather  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  ftone ! 
But  mock  not  thus ! — Alas  (the  charmer  faid. 
Smiling,  and  in  her  fmile  foft  radiance  play'd) 
Alas !  no  more  eluded  ftrength  employ,  325 

To  clafp  a  fhade  !— What  more  is  mortal  joy  ? 
Man's  blifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis'd  ; 
One  ignorance,  the  other  pain  difguis'd  ! 
Thou  wert  (had  all  thy  wifh  been  ilill  pofTeft) 
Supremely  curft  from  being  greatly  bleft ;  330 

For  oh !  fo  fair,  fo  dear  was  I  to  thee, 
Thou  hadll  forgot  thy  God,  to  worfhip  me  ; 
This  he  forefaw,  and  fnatch'd  me  to  the  tomb ; 
Above  I  flouriih  in  unfading  bloom. 
Think  me  not  loft :  for  thee  I  heaven  implore !       335 
Thy  guardian  angel,  though  a  wife  no  more! 
I,  when  abftraded  from  this  world  you  feem. 
Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  the  heavenly  dream"! 
Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  ftreaks  the  air, 
In  Muiic's  voice  I  wake  thy  mind  to  prayer !       340 
By  me,  thy  hymns,  like  pureft  incenfe,  rife. 
Fragrant  with  grace,  and  pleafmg  to  the  Ikies ! 
And  when  that  form  ftiall  from  its  clay  refine, 
(That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine  !) 
When  thy  lov'd  fpirit  mounts  to  realms  of  light,  345 
Then  ftiall  Olympia  aid  thy  earlieft  flight ; 
Mingled  we  '11  flame  in  raptures  that  afpire 
Beyond  all  youth,  all  fenfe,  and  all  defire. 

She 
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She  ended.     Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind, 
Th'  inchanting  voice  ftill  warbles  in  my  mind :      350 
But  lo  !   th'  unbodied  vifion  fleets  away !— 
— Stay,  my  Olympia! — I  conjure  thee,  flay! 
Yet  ftay —  for  thee  my  memory  leans  to  fmart ! 
Sure  every  vein  contains  a  bleeding  heart ! 
Sooner  fhall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day,        355 
Than  love,  fo  pure,  fo  vaft  as  mine,  decay  ! 
From  the  fame  heavenly  fource  its  luftre  came. 
And  glows,  immortal,  with  congenial  flame  I 
Ah  1 — let  me  not  with  fires  neglected  burn ; 
Sweet  miibefs  of  my  foul,  return,  return!  360 

Alas ! — flie's  fled — I  traverfe  now  the  place. 
Where  my  enamour 'd  thoughts  her  footlleps  trace. 
Now,  o'er  the  tomb,  I  bend  my  drooping  head. 
There  tears,  the  eloquence  of  forrow,  flied. 
Sighs  choak  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs  365 

The  pangs,  the  throbs  of  fpeechlefs  tendernefs ! 
Not  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfparent  flame. 
Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator's  name. 
Than  I  on  her's ; — but  through  yon  yielding  door. 
Glides  a  new  phantom  o'er  th'  illumin'd  floor!     370 
The  roof  fwift  kindles  from  the  beaming  ground. 
And  floods  of  living  luilre  flame  around! 
In  all  the  majefly  of  light  array'd. 
Awful  it  fliines! — 'tis  Cato's  honour'd  fhade! 
As  I  the  heavenly  vifltant  purfue,  ^yz 

Sublimer  Glory  opens  to  my  view  ! 
He  fpeaks ! — But,  oh !  what  words  fliall  dare  repeat 
His  thoughts!— They  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot  heat! 
L  2  More 
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More  than  poetic  raptures  now  I  feel. 

And  own  that  godlike  paflion,  public  zeal !  380 

But  from  my  frailty,  it  receives  a  ftain, 

I  grow,  unlike  my  great  infpirer,  vain ; 

And  burn,  once  more,  the  bufy  world  to  know. 

And  would,  in  fcenes  of  aftion  foremoft  glow! 

Where  proud  ambition  points  her  dazzling  rays!  385 

Where  coronets  and  crowns,  attra6live,  blaze  1 

When  my  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above. 

And  lures  me  back  to  folitary  love. 

She  tells  me  truth,  prefers  an  humble  ftate. 

That  genuine  greatnefs  Ihuns  the  being  great!     390 

That  mean  are  thofe,  who  falfe-term*d  honour  prize  ; 

Whofe  fabricks  from  their  country's  ruin  rife ; 

Who  look  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot,  fair  ; 

Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir. 

I  hear ! — through  all  my  veins  new  tranfports  roll! 
I  gaze  ! — warm  love  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul : 
Ravifh'd  I  gaze  !  —again  her  charms  decay  ! 
Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  ! 
Gato  returns ! — Zeal  takes  her  courfe  to  reign! 
But  zeal  is  in  ambition  loft  again  !  400 

I  *m  now  the  flave  of  fondnefs ! — now  of  pride  ! 
-—By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubfide ! 
Thefe  balajic'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean. 
Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happinefs  ferene  ; 
This  I  '11  enjoy  !— He  ended  1— I  reply'd,  405 

O  Hermit  1  thou  art  worth  feverely  try'd ! 
But  had  not  innate  grief  produc'd  thy  woes. 
Men,  barbarous  men,  Jiad  prey'd  on  thy  repofe. 

When 
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When  feeking  joy,  we  feldom  forrow  mifs. 
And  often  mifery  points  the  path  to  blifs.  410 

The  foil,  moft  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain. 
Is  wounded  thus,  ere  truiled  with  the  grain  ; 
The  ftruggling  grain  muil  work  obfcure  its  way, 
Ere  the  firft  green  fprings  upward  to  the  day ; 
Up-fprung,  fuch  weed-like  coarfenefs  it  betrays,  41  5 
Flocks  on  th'  abandon'd  blade  permiflive  graze  ; 
Then  flioots  the  wealth,  from  imperfeftion  clear. 
And  thus  a  grateful  harveft  crowns  the  year. 

CANTO      IN. 

'  I  ^HUS  free  our  focial  time  from  morning  flows 
-*"     Till  rifmg  fliades  attempt  the  day  to  clofe. 
Thus  my  new  friend  :   Behold  the  light's  decay  : 
Back  to  yon  city  let  me  point  thy  way. 
South-weft,  behind  yon  hill,  the  Hoping  fun,  5 

To  ocean's  verge  his  fluent  courfe  has  run: 
His  parting  eyes  a  watery  radiance  flied. 
Glance  through  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain's  head : 
To  which  oppos'd,  the  fliadowy  gulfs,  below. 
Beauteous,  refled  the  party-colour'd  fncw.  10 

Now  dance  the  ftars,  where  Vefper  leads  the  way ; 
Yet  all  faint-glimmering  with  remains  of  day. 
Orient,  the  Queen  of  Night  emits  her  dawn. 
And  throws,  unfeen,  her  mantle  o'er  the  lawn. 
Up  the  blue  fteep,  her  crimfon  orb  now  fliines ;     1 5 
Now  on  the  mountain-top  her  arm  reclines, 

L  3  In 
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In  a  red  crefeent  feen :   Her  zone  now  gleams. 
Like  Venus,  quivering  in  refledting  flreams. 
Yet  reddening,  yet  round-burning  up  the  air. 
From  the  white  clifF,  her  feet  flow-rifmg  glare  !    20 
See !  flames,  condens'd  now  vary  her  attire  3 
Her  face,  a  broad  circumference  of  fire. 
Dark  firs  feem  kindled  in  nofturnal  blaze  ; 
Thrdugh  ranks  of  pines,  her  broken  luftre  plays. 
Here  glares,  there  brown -projeding  fhade  bellows,  25 
And,  glittering,  fports  upon  the  fpangled  fnows. 

Now  filver  turn  her  beams ! — yon  den  they  gain ; 
The  big,  rouz'd  lion  Ihakes  his  brindled  main. 
Fierce,  fleet,  gaunt  monfters,  all  prepar'd  for  gore. 
Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide-refounding  roar. 
O  dire  prefage  '.-—But  fear  not  thou,  my  friend. 
Our  fleps  the  guardians  of  the  juft  attend. 
Homeward  I  '11  wait  thee  on — and  now  furvey. 
How  men  and  fpirits  chace  the  night  away ! 
Yon  nymphs  and  fwains  in  amorous  mirth  advance ;  3  5 
To  breathing  mufic  moves  the  circling  dance. 
Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  adventurous  glow. 
Skimming  in  rapid  fleds  the  crackling  fnow. 
Not  when  Tydides  won  the  funeral  race. 
Shot  his  light  car  along  in  fwifter  pace.  40 

Here  the  glaz'd  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare. 
And  glide,  well-pois'd,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 
There  crowds,  with  liable  tread,  and  level'd  eye. 
Lift,  and  difmifs  the  quoits,  that  whirling  fly. 
With  force  fuperior,  not  with  Ikill  fo  true,  45 

The  ponderous  dilk  from  Roman  fmews  flew. 

Where 
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Where  neighbouring  hills  fome  cloudy  fheet  fuftain, 
Freez'd  o'er  the  nether  vale  a  penfilc  plain, 
Crofs  the  roof 'd  hollow  rolls  the  mafly  round. 
The  crack'd  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocks  refound!     50 
Cenfures,  difputes,  and  laughs,  alternate,  rife ; 
And  deafening  clangor  thunders  up  the  ikies. 

Thus,  amid  crowded  images,  ferene, 
From  hour  to  hour  we  pafs'd,  from  fcene  to  fcene : 
Faftwore  the  night.   Full  long  we  pac'd  our  way  :  55 
Vain  fteps !  the  city  yet  far  dillant  lay. 
While  thus  the  Hermit,  ere  my  wonder  fpoke, 
Methought,  with  new  amufement,  filence  broke: 
Yon  amber-hued  cafcade,  which  fleecy  flies 
Through  rocks,  and  llrays  along  the  tracklefs  ikies  60 
To  frolic  fairies  marks  the  mazy  ring ; 
Forth  to  the  dance  from  little  cells  they  fpring, 
Meafur'd  to  pipe  or  harp ! — and  next  they  iland, 
Marflial'd  beneath  the  moon,  a  radiant  band! 
In  frofl-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind:  6^ 

Now  court  wild  fancy  in  the  whiilling  wind. 

Hark!  the  funereal  bell's  deep-founding  toll. 
To  blifs,  from  mifery,  calls  fome  righteous  foul! 
Juft  freed  from  life,  life  fwift-afcending  fire. 
Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire  !  yo 
Light  claps  its  wings  ! — it  views,  with  pitying  fight. 
The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite  ; 
The  plume  high  wrought,  that  blackening  nods  in  air ; 
The  flow-pac'd  weeping  pompj  the  fclemn  prayer  j 
The  decent  tomb;  the  verie,  that  Sorrow  gives,   j^. 
Where,  to  remembrance  fweet,  fair  virtue  lives. 

L  4  Now 
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Now  to  mid-heaven  the  whiten'd  moon  inclines. 
And  fhades  contraft,  mark'd  out  in  clearer  lines  ; 
With  noifelefs  gloom  the  plains  are  deliig'd  o'er : 
See! — from  the  north,  what  llreaming  meteors  pourl  80 
Beneath  Bootes  fprings  the  radiant  train. 
And  quiver  through  the  axle  of  his  wain. 
O'er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 
Half-circling  glories  ihoot  in  rays  of  gold. 
Crofs  aether  fwift  elance  the  vivid  fires !  85 

As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires ! 
In  Fancy's  eye  encountering  armies  glare. 
And  fanguine  enfigns  wave  unfurl'd  in  air! 
Hence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  impending  fate, 
A  monarch  ruin'd,  or  unpeopled  ftate.  90 

Thus  comets,  dreadful  vifitants  !   arife 
To  them  wild  omens !  fcience  to  the  wife  ! 
Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline, 
V/hile  deep-red  flames  around  its  centre  fliine! 
While  its  fierce  rear  a  winding  trail  difplays,         95 
And  lights  all  aether  with  the  fweepy  blaze  I 
Or  when,  compeil'd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone. 
And  flioots  by  v.crlds  unnumber'd  and  unknown ; 
By  worlds,  whofe  people,  all-aghafl:  with  fear. 
May  view  that  minifter  of  vengeance  near  !  100 

Till  now,  the  tranfient  glow,  remote  and  loft, 
Decays,  and  darkens  'mid  involving  froft  ! 
Or  when  it,  funward,  drinks  rich  beams  again. 
And  burns  imperious  on  th'  stherial  plain ! 
The  learn'd-one  curious  eyes  it  from  afar,  105 

Sparkling  through  night,  a  new  illuftrious  ftar ! 

The 
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The  moon,  defcending,  favv  us  now  purfue 
The  various  talk  :  —  the  city  near  in  view  ! 
Here  from  ftill-life  (he  cries)  avert  thy  fight. 
And  mark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  Ihame  the  night !   1 10 
But,  heedful,   each  immodeft  profped  fly  ; 
Where  decency  forbids  enquiry's  eye. 
Man  were  not  man,  without  love's  wanton  fire. 
But  reafon's  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 
What  are  thy  fruits,  O  Lull  r  Short  bleflings,  bought 
With  long  remorfe,  the  feed  of  bitter  thought ; 
Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born, 
Doom'd  for  another's  crimes,  through  life,  to  mourn  ; 
Or  murder'd,  to  prefsrve  a  mother's  fame  ; 
Or  call  obfcure  ;  the  child  of  want  and  fliame  !    120 
Falfe  pride  !   What  vices  on  our  condud  Ileal, 
From  the  world's  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal  I 
Ye  cruel  mothers  ! — Soft !    thofe  words  command; 
So  near  fhall  cruelty,  and  mother  Hand  ? 
Can  the  dove's  bofom  fnakey  venom  draw  ?         125 
Can  its  foot  fharpen,  like  the  vulture's  claw  ? 
Can  the  tend  goat,  or  tender,  fleecy  dam 
Howl,  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid,  or  lamb  ? 
Yes,  there  are  mothers — There  I  fear'd  his  aim. 
And,  confcious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name  ;    130 
Then,  with  a  figh,  his  ifliiing  words  oppos'd  ! 
Straight  with  a  falling  tear  the  fpeech  he  clos'd. 
That  tendernefs,  which  ties  of  blood  deny. 
Nature  repaid  me  from  a  llranger's  eye. 
Pale  grew  my  cheeks  ! — But  now  to  general  views  135 
Our  converfe  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 

Yon 
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Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay. 
Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day. 
From  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye. 
Around,  athwart,  the  friiking  (hadows  fly.  140 

There  midnight  riot  fpreads  illufive  joys. 
And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time  deftroys. 
Soon  death's  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  eafe, 
Shall  wake  fliarp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe. 
O  man!  thy  fabric  's  like  a  well-form'd  ilate  ;     145 
Thy  thoughts, firft  rank'd,  were  fure  defign*d  the  great; 
Paffions  plebians  are,  which  faftion  raife  ; 
Wine,  like  pour'd  oil,  excites  the  raging  blaze  : 
Then  giddy  anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rife  : 
Then  fovereign  reafon  from  her  empire  flies :       150 
That  ruler  once  depos'd,  wifdom  and  wit. 
To  noife  and  folly,  place  and  power  fubmit ; 
Like  a  frail  bark  thy  weakened  mind  is  toil, 
Unfleer'd,  unbalanc'd,  till  its  wealth  is  loft. 

The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpendthrift  heir,        155 
And  mourns,  too  late,  efl^eds  of  fordid  care. 
His  treafures  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave ; 
Yet  grudge  a  ftone  to  dignify  his  grave. 
For  this,  low-thoughted  craft  his  life  employ'd ; 
For  this,  though  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy 'd ;    1 60 
For  this,  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deny'd. 
Unfriended  liv'd,  and  unlamented  died. 
Yet  fmile,  griev'd  fliade!  when  that  unprofperous  ftore 
Faft-lefl^ens,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more  ; 
Smile  at  thy  heir,  beholding,  in  his  fall,  165 

Men  once  oblig'd,  like  Him,  ungrateful  all ! 

Then 
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Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  fhall  mend. 
And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflattering  friend. 

Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport. 
While  plotting  Mifchief  keeps  referv'd  her  court.    1 70 
Lo !  from  that  mount,  in  blalling  fulphur  broke. 
Stream  flames  voluminous,  enwrapp'd  with  fmoke  I 
In  chariot-lhape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tower. 
Lean  on  its  brow,  and  like  deilrudion  lower  ! 
From  the  black  depth  a  fiery  legion  fprings ;       175 
Each  bold,  bad  fpeftre  claps  her  founding  wings  : 
And  Ilraight  beneath  a  fummon'd,  traiterous  band. 
On  horror  bent,  in  dark  convention  Hand : 
From  each  fiend's  mouth  a  ruddy  vapour  flows. 
Glides  thro'  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  council  glows :  1 80 
The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th'  infe(rtion  pent. 
Feel,  all-pofl^efs'd,  their  rifmg  galls  ferment ; 
And  burn  with  faction,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire. 
For  rapine,  blood,  and  devaftation  dire  ! 
But  Jullice  marks  their  ways :  (he  waves,  in  air,  1 85 
The  fword,  high-threatening,  like  a  comet's  glare. 

While  here  dark  Villainy  herfelf  deceives. 
There  ftudious  Honcfty  our  view  relieves. 
A  feeble  taper,  from  yon  lonefome  room. 
Scattering  thin  rays,  juft  glimmers  thro'  the  gloom. 
There  fits  the  fapient  bard  in  mufeful  mood. 
And  glows  impaflion'd  for  his  country's  good ! 
All  the  bright  fpirits  of  the  juft,  combin'd. 
Inform,  refine,  and  prompt  his  towering  mind  ! 
He  takes  the  gifted  quill  from  hands  divine,         195 
Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  fhine ! 

Now 
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Now  rapt !   now  more  than  man  ! — I  fee  him  climb. 

To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime  ! 

I  fee  him  now  o'er  Nature's  works  prefide  ! 

How  clear  the  vifion !    and  the  fcene  how  wide!   200 

Let  fome  a  name  by  adulation  raife. 

Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a  venal  praife  ! 

My  Mufe  (he  cries)  a  nobler  profpedl  view  ! 

Through  fancy's  wilds  fome  moral's  point  purfue  ! 

From  dark  deception  clear-drawn  truth  difplay,  205 

As  from  black  chaos  rofe  refplendent  day  ! 

Awake  compaflion,  and  bid  terror  rife  ! 

Bid  humble  forrows  ftrike  fuperior  eyes  ! 

So  pamper'd  power,  unconfcious  of  diftrefs. 

May  fee,  be  mov'd,  and,  being  mov'd,  redrefs.    210 

Ye  trators,  tyrants,  fear  his  Hinging  lay  ! 
Ye  powers  unlov'd,  unpity'd  in  decay  1 
But  know,  to  you  fweet-bloifom'd  Fame  he  brings. 
Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings ! 

OThou,  who  form'd,  who  rais'd  the  poet's  art,  215 
(Voice  of  thy  will!)  unerring  force  impart! 
If  wailing  worth  can  generous  warmth  excite. 
If  vcrfe  can  gild  inftrudlion  with  delight, 
Infpire  his  honeft  Mufe  with  orient  flame. 
To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  noblell:  aim  !  220 

But,  O  my  friend !  myflerious  is  our  fate  ! 
How  mean  his  fortune,  though  his  mind  elate  ! 
iEneas-like  he  pafTes  through  the  crowd. 
Unfought,  unfeen  beneath  misfortune's  cloud ; 
Or  feen  with  flight  regard :  Unprais'd  his  name :  225 
His  after-honour,  and  our  after-fliame. 

The 
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The  doom'd  defert,  to  avarice  Hands  confefs'd ; 
Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  fteel'd  her  breaft. 
Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes : 
Bold  infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies  ;         230 
While  coward  Ccnfurc,  Ikill'd  in  darker  ways, 
Hints  fure  detraction  in  diffembled  praife  ! 
Hunger,  third,  nakednefs,  there  grievous  fall! 
Unjufh  derifion  too! — that  tongue  of  gall ! 
Slow  comes  Relief,  with  no  mild  charms  endued,  235 
Uiher'd  by  Pride,  and  by  Reproach  purfued. 
Forc'd  Pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  refpedl. 
Unkind  as  Scorn,  ungenerous  as  Negled. 

Yet,  fuffering  Worth  !  thy  fortitude  will  ihine : 
Thy  foes  are  Virtue's,  and  her  friends  are  thine  !   240 
Patience  is  thine,  and  Peace  thy  days  Ihall  crown ; 
Thy  treafure  Prudence,  and  thy  claim  Renown  : 
Myriads,  unborn,  fliall  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate. 
And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great  ! 

Hark!    from  the  watch-tower  rolls  the  trumpet's 
found. 
Sweet  through  Hill  night,  proclaiming  fafety  round  ! 
Von  fliade  illullrious  quits  the  realms  of  reft. 
To  aid  fome  orphan  of  its  race  diftreft. 
Safe  winds  him  through  the  fubterraneous  way. 
That  mines  yon  manfion,  grown  with  ruin  grey,    250 
And  marks  the  wealthy,  unfufpedled  ground. 
Where,  green  with  ruil,  long-buried  coins  abound. 
This  plaintive  ghoft,  from  earth  when  newly  fled. 
Saw  thofe,  the  living  trufted,  wrong  the  dead ; 
He  faw,  by  fraud  abus'd,  the  lifelefs  hand  255 

Sign  the  falfe  deed  that  alienates  his  land  ; 

Heard, 


158  S  A  V  AG  E*S    P  O  E  M  S. 

Heard,  on  his  fame,  injurious  cenfure  thrown. 
And  mourn'd  the  beggar'd  orphan's  bitter  groan. 
Commiffion'd  now  the  falfehood  he  reveals. 
To  juilice  foon  th'  enabled  heir  appeals  ;  260 

Soon,  by  his  wealth,  are  xoilly  pleas  maintained. 
And,  by  difcover'd  truth,  loft  right  regain'd. 

But  why  (may  fome  enquire)  why  kind  fuccefs. 
Since  myftic  heaven  gives  mifery  oft  to  blefs  ? 
Though  mifery  leads  to  happinefs  and  truth,       265 
Unequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 
Unftrengthen'd  virtue  fcarce  his  bofom  fir'd. 
And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir'd. 
Oh,  let  not  cenfure,  if  (untried  by  grief. 
If,  amidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief,)  270 

He  ftoop'd  reludant  to  low  arts  of  fhame, 
Which  then,  ev'nthen  he  fcorn'd,andblufh'dtoname. 
Heaven  {ees,  and  makes  th'  imperfeft  worth  its  care. 
And  chears  the  trembling  heart,  unform'd  to  bear. 
Now  rifmg  fortune  elevates  his  mind,  275 

He  fnines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 

So  in  fome  engine,  that  denies  a  vent. 
If  unrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 
It  fickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gafps  for  breath. 
Sad  o'er  the  fight  fwim  ihadowy  mifts  of  death;  280 
If  then  kind  air  pours  powerful  in  again, 
New  heats,  new  pulfes  quicken  every  vein  ; 
From  the  clear 'd,   lifted,  life-rekindled  eye, 
Difpers'd,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly. 

From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofts  of  greatnefs  rife. 
And  o'er  their  bodies  hang  witli  willful  eyes ; 

Or 
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Or  difcontented  ftalk,  and  mix  their  howls 
With  howling  wolves,  their  fcreams  with  fcreaming 
The  interval  'twixt  night  and  morn  is  nigh,     [owls. 
Winter  more  nitrous  chills  the  fhadow'd  iky.        290 
Springs  with  foft  heats  no  mere  give  borders  green. 
Nor  fmoaking  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  fcene ; 
While  fteamy  currents,  fvveet  in  profpcft,  charm 
Like  veins  blue-winding  on  a  fair-one's  arm. 

Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  with  half  his  power  295 
And  broken  {lumbers  drag  the  reftlefs  hour. 
The  murder'd  feems  alive,  and  ghaftly  glares. 
And  in  dire  dreams  the  confcious  murderer  fcares. 
Shews  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th'  enfanguin'd  floor. 
The  walls  yet-fmoaking  with  the  fpatter'd  gore ;    300 
Or  fhrieks  to  dozing  jullice,  and  reveals 
The  deed,  which  fraudful  art  from  day  conceals ; 
The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries. 
Where  the  disiigur'd  corfe  unihrouded  lies  ; 
Thefure,  the  ftriking  proof,  fo  ftrong  maintain'd,  305 
Pale  guilt  ftarts  felf-convidled,  when  arraign'd. 

Thefe  fpirits  treafon  of  its  power  diveil. 
And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot's  breaft. 
Thcfe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcend 
To  fnatch  in  vifion  fweet  the  dying  friend.  310 

But  we  deceive  the  gloom,  the  matin  bell 
Summons  to  prayer!— Now  breaks  th'  inchanter's  fpell! 
And  now — But  yon  fair  fpirit's  form  furvcy! 
'Tis  Ihe! — Olympia  beckons  me  away  ! 
I  harte  !■— I  fly  1 — adieu !  —and  when  you  fee        315 
The  youth  who  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  me  : 

Tell 
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Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  his  pain  careft ; 
By  love  I  tortur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  bleft. 
When  vvorlhipp'd  woman  we  entranc'd  behold. 
We  praife  the  Maker  in  his  fairell  mould;  320 

The  'pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin'd. 
And  light  immortal  to  the  foul  refin'd ! 
Depriv'd  of  charm.ing  women,  foon  we  mifs 
The  prize  of  friendihip,  and  the  life  of  blifs! 

Still  through  the  fhades  Olympia  dawning  breaks  ! 
What  bloom,  what  brightnefs  lufters  o'er  her  cheeks  I 
Again  fhe  calls! — I  dare  no  longer  flay! 
A  kind  farewell — Olympia,  I  obey. 

He  turn'd,  no  longer  in  my  iight  remain'd ; 
The  mountain  he,  I  fafe  the  city  gain'd.  330 


CANTO        IV. 

CTILL  o'er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holds  her  fway. 

Still  on  ftrange,  vifionary  land  I  ftray. 
Now  fcenes  crowd  thick !  now  indiftinft  appear ! 
Swift  glide  the  m.onths,  and  turn  the  varying  year  I 
Near  the  bull '  s  horn  light's  rifmg  monarch  draws ;   5 
Now  on  its  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws ! 
From  vernal  heat  pale  winter  forc'd  to  fly. 
Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a  watery  eye  ; 
Then  with  an  angulih  breath  nips  infant  blooms. 
Deprives  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes,  10 

Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race. 
And  in  fliarp,  livid  looks  contrads  the  face. 

Now 
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Now  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  llrides  away  : 
Such  flippery  paths  Ambition's  fteps  betray. 
Turning,  with  fighs,   far  fpiral  firs  he  (ees,  15 

Which  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthern  breeze: 
Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  creft  he  fhrouds. 
Like  Fame's,  obfcur'd  amid  the  whitening  clouds; 
Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  dcplor'd  : 
Such  tyrants  fhed  o'er  liberty  reftor'd.  20 

Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light) 
Ten  times  the  meafur'd  round  of  mortal  fight) 
A  warte,  pale  glimmering,  like  a  moon,  that  wanes 
A  wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fea  contains. 
It  cracks ! — vaft  floating  mountains  beat  the  fliore !  25 
Far  off  he  hears  thofe  icy  ruins  roar. 
And  from  the  hideous  crafh  diftrafted  flies. 
Like  one,  who  feels  his  dying  infant's  cries. 
Near,  and  more  near  the  rufliing  torrents  found. 
And  one  great  rift  runs  through  the  vaft  profound,    30 
Swift  as  a  fliooting  meteor ;  groaning  loud. 
Like  deep-roll'd  thunder  through  a  rending  cloud. 
The  late  dark  Pole  now  feels  unfetting  day: 
In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 
O'er  many  a  polar  Alp  to  Froft  he  goes,  3^ 

O'er  crackling  vales,  embrown'd  with  melting  fnows : 
Here  bears  ftalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace. 
Few  men,  unfocial  thofe  ! — a  barbarous  race  ! 
At  length  the  cave  appears !  the  race  is  run : 
How  he  recounts  vaft  conquefts  loft  and  won,         40 
And  taleful  in  th'  embrace  of  Froft  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 
Vol.  XLI.      '  M  Mean^ 
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Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws. 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmeft  influence  glows. 
From  glowing  Cancer  fallen,  the  King  of  day,     45 
Red  through  the  kindling  Lion  flioots  his  ray. 
The  tawny  harveft  pays  the  earlier  plough. 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough. 
'Tis  day-fpring.     Now  green  labyrinths  I  frequent. 
Where  Wifdom  oft  retires  to  meet  Content.  50 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends. 
From  note  to  note  the  ravifh'd  foul  afcends  ; 
As  thus  it  would  the  patriarch's  ladder  climb. 
By  fome  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublime  : 
Oft  (legends  fay)  the  fnake,  with  waken'd  ire,     55 
Like  Envy  rears  in  many  a  fcaly  fpire ; 
Then  fongfters  droop,  then  yield  their  vital  gore. 
And  innocence  and  m.ufic  are  no  more. 

Mild  rides  the  Morn  in  orient  beauty  dreft. 
An  azure  mantle,  and  a  purple  veil:,  6q 

Which,  blov/n  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  difplay. 
Her  amber  treifes  negligently  gay. 
Colleded  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill. 
And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dews  diftil. 
The  fongful  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hours,       65 
Breathe  fweet ;  and  flrew  her  opening  way  with  flowers. 

The  chattering  fwallows  leave  their  nefted  care. 
Each  promifing  return  with  plenteous  fare. 
So  the  fond  fwain,  who  to  the  market  hies. 
Stills,  with  big  hopes,  his  infant's  tender  cries.    70 

Yonder  two  turtles,  o'er  their  callow  brood, 
Hang  hovering,  ere  they  feek  their  guiltlefs  food. 

Fondly 
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Fondly  they  bill.     Now  to  their  morning  care, 
Like  our  firll  parents,  part  the  amorous  pair  : 
But  ah!— a  pairnomore  ! — With  fpreading  wings,  75 
From  the  high-founding  clifF  a  vulture  fprings ; 
Stead/  he  fails  along  th*  aerial  grey, 
Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  timorous  dove  away. 
Start  we,  who  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrods  find. 
Men  meditating  prey  on  human  kind  ?  80 

Wild  beafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way. 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demand  the  flaughter'd 

prey. 
Rooks,  from  their  nodding  nefts,  black-fwarming  fly» 
And,   in  hoarfe  uproar,   tell  the  fowler  nigh. 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rouz'd,  the  fun  85 

Is  warn'd  the  blue  ^therial  fteep  to  run. 
While  on  his  couch  of  floating  jafper  laid. 
From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dev/y  fhade. 
The  cryllal  dome  tranfparent  pillars  raife. 
Whence,  beamed  from  fapphires,  living  azure  plays : 
The  liquid  floor,  in-wrought  with  pearls  di\ine. 
Where  all  his  labours  in  mofaic  fliine. 
His  coronet,  a  cloud  of  filvcr-white  ; 
His  robe  vvith  unconfuming  crimfon  bright. 
Varied  with  gems,  all  heaven's  collcftsd  Acre  !     g^ 
While  his  loofe  locks  defcend,  a  golden  rnower. 
If  to  his  fteps  comparM,  we  taixly  fmd 
The  Grecian  racers,  who  outflript  the  wind. 
Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  flart ! 
His  quickening  eyes  a  quivering  radiance  dart,   100 
M  2  And, 
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And,  while  this  laft  no6lurnal  flag  is  furl'd. 
Swift  into  life  and  motion  look  the  world. 
The  fun-flcv\er  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 
From  weft,  to  view  his  eaflern  luftre  break. 
What  gay,  creative,  power  his  prefence  brings !  105 
Hills,  lawns,  lakes,  villages! — the  face  of  things. 
All  night  beneath  fucceiTive  fhadows  mifs'd, 
Inflant  begins  in  colours  to  exilT: : 
But  abfent  thefe  from  fons  of  riot  keep. 
Loll  in  impure,  unmeditating  fleep.  no 

T'  unlock  his  fence,  the  new-rifen  fwain  prepares. 
And  ere  forth-driven  recounts  his  fleecy  cares ; 
When,  lo !  an  ambufli*d  wolf,  with  hunger  bold. 
Springs  at' the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  tlie  fold  1 
But  by  the  paftor  not  in  vain  defied,  1 15 

Like  our  arch  foe  by  fome  celeftial  guide. 

Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fea-calf  I  furvey : 
Bafk'd  in  the  fun,  his  (kin  refleds  the  day. 
He  fees  yon  tower-like  fhip  the  waves  divide. 
And  flips  again  beneath  the  glafly  tide.  120 

The  watery  herbs,  and  flirubs,and  vines, and  flowers. 
Rear  their  bent  heads, o'ercharg'dwithnightlyfhowers. 

Hail,  glorious  fun !  to  whofe  attradive  fires. 
The  weaken'd,  vegetative  life  afpires ! 
The  juices,  wrought  by  thy  directive  force,  125 

Thro'  plants,  and  trees,  perform  their  genial  courfe. 
Extend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind 
The  hearted  trunk ;  or  weave  the  branching  rind ; 
Expand  in  leaves,  in  flowery  bloflbms  flioot. 
Bleed  in  rich  gums,  and  fvvell  in  ripen'd  fruit.    130 

From 
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From  Thee,  bright,  univerfal  Power!   began 
Inllind  in  brute,  and  generous  love  in  man. 

Talk'd  I  of  love  r — Yon  fwain,  with  amorous  air, 
Soft  fwells  his  pipe,  to  charm  the  rural  fair. 
She  milks  the  flocks;  then,  liftening  as  he  plays,  135 
Steals,  in  the  running  brook,  a  confcious  gaze. 

The  trout,  that  deep,  in  winter,  ooz'd  remains, 
Up-fprings,  and  funward  turns  its  crimfon  ftains. 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chac'd; 
Now  lur'd  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repaft,        14.0 
Seek  their  fmall  vaulted  labyrinths  in  vain  ; 
Entangling  nets  betray  the  ficipping  train  ; 
Red  maflacres  through  their  republic  fly. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthlefs  fpaniels  die. 

The  fifher,  who  the  lonely  beech  has  flray'd,    145 
And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread. 
Drags  in,  and  bears  the  loaded  fnare  avv-ay  ; 
Where  flounce,  deceiv'd,  th'  expiring  finny  prey. 

Near  Neptune's  temple  (Neptune's  now  no  more), 
Whofe  ftatue  plants  a  trident  on  the  fliore,  150 

In  fportive  rings  the  generous  dolphins  wind. 
And  eye,  and  thi;ik  the  image  human-kind  : 
Dear,  plcafmg  friendihip  !  —  See  !  the  pile  commands 
The  vale,   and  grim  at  Supcrftltlon  Itands  ! 
Time's  hand  there  leaves  its  print  of  moflA-'  green,  155 
With  hollows,  carv'd  for  fnakes,  and  birds  obicenc. 

O  Gibbs,  v/hofe  art  the  folemn  fane  can  raile. 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife; 
When  moulder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away. 
Like  fome  great  prince  mnjeftic  in  decay  ;  160 

M  3  When 
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When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  the  ground  fhall  tread. 
Where  Wifdom  tutor'd,  and  Devotion  pray'd  ; 
Where  fhall  thy  pompous  work  our  wonder  claim  ; 
What,  but  the  Mufe  alone,  preferve  thy  name  ? 

The  fun  fhines,  broken,  through  yon  arch  that  rears 
This  once-round  fabric,  half  depriv'd  by  years. 
Which  rofe  a  flately  colonnade,  and  crown'd 
Encircling  pillars  now  unfaithful  found ; 
In  fragments,  thefe  the  fall  of  thofe  forebode. 
Which,  nodding,  juit  up-heave  their  crumbling  load. 
High,  on  yon  column,  which  has  batter 'd  ftood. 
Like  fome  ftripp'd  oak,  the  grandeur  of  the  wood, 
The  flork  inhabits  her  aerial  neft ; 
By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  careil ; 
She  flies  the  realms  that  own  defpotic  kings,        175 
And  only  fpreads  o'er  free-born  flates  her  wings. 
The  roof  is  now  the  daw's,  or  raven's  haunt. 
And  loathfome  toads  in  the  dark  entrance  pant ; 
Or  fnikes,  that  lurk  to  fnap  the  heedlefs  fly. 
And  fated  bird,  that  oft  comes  fluttering  by.       180 

An  aquedudc  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid. 
Its  channel  through  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd  ; 
Whirl'd  down  a  fl:eep,  it  flies  with  torrent-force, 
Flaflies,  and  roars,  and  plows  a  devious  courfe. 

Attracted  mifls  a  golden  cloud  commence,        185 
While  through  high- coloured  air  fl:rike  rays  intenfe. 
Betwixt  two  points,  which  yon  ileep  mountains  fliow. 
Lies  a  mild  bay,  to  which  kind  breezes  flow. 
Beneath  a  grotto,  arch'd  fur  calm  retreat. 
Leads  lengthening  in  the  rock — Be  this  my  feat.  190 

Heat 
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Heat  never  enters  here  ;  but  Coolnefs  reigns 
O'er  zephvrs,  and  dilHlling,  watery  veins. 
Secluded  now  I  trace  th'  inltru<flive  page. 
And  live  o'er  fcenes  of  many  a  backward  age  ; 
Through  days,  months,  years,  through  time's  whole 
courfe  I  run,  195 

And  prefent  ftand  where  time  itfelf  begun. 

Ye  mighty  Dead,  of  jult,  dilHnguilh'd  fame. 
Your  thoughts,  (ye  bright  inilruclors  ! )  here  I  claim. 
Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  nature's  fprings ; 
Here  truths  hiftoric  give  the  hearts  of  kings.        200 
Hence  contemplation  learns  white  hours  to  find. 
And  labours  virtue  on  th'  attentive  mind  : 
O  lov'd  retreat'  thy  joys  content  bellow. 
Nor  guilt,  nor  fliame,  nor  fharp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Charles  long  aim'd  in  power  to  iee,  205 
That  happinefs  he  found  referv'd  in  thee. 

Now  let  me  change  the  page — Here  Tully  weeps, 
While  in  death's  icy  arms  his  TuUia  fleeps. 
His  daughter  dear! — R.tir'd  I  fee  him  mourn. 
By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifh  torn.  210 

Wild  his  complaint !   Nor  Iweeter  Sorrow's  llrains. 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  loft  complains. 
Each  friend  condoles,  expollulates,  reproves ;  • 
More  than  a  father  raving  Tully  loves ; 
Or  Salluft  cenfures  thus  ! — Unheeding  blame,      215 
He  fchemes  a  temple  to  his  Tuliia's  name. 
Thus  o'er  my  Hermit  once  did  grief  prevail. 
Thus  rofe  Olympia's  tomb,  his  moving  tale, 

M  4.  The 
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The  iighs,  tears,  frantic  ftarts,  that  baivifh  reft. 
And  all  the  burfting  forrovvs  of  his  breaft.  220 

But  hark  !  a  fudden  power  attunes  the  air ! 
Th'  inchanting  found  enamour'd  breezes  bear; 
Now  low,  now  high,  they  fmk,  or  lift  the  fong. 
Which  the  cave  echoes  fvveet,  and  fweet  the  creeks 
prolong. 

I  lillen'd,  gaz'd,  when,  wondrous  to  behold !   225 
From  ocean  fteam'd,  a  vapour  gathering  roll'd : 
A  blue,  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came. 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame. 
Full-orb'd  it  flione,  and  dimm'd  the  fwimming  fight. 
While  doubling  obj  efts  danc'd  with  darkling  light.  230 
Amaz'd  I  ftood  1 — amaz'd  I  ftill  remain  ! 
What  earthly  power  this  wonder  can  explain  ? 
Gradual,  at  length,  the  luftre  dies  away  : 
My  eyes  reftor'd,  a  mortal  form  furvey. 
My  Hermit-friend!  'Tishe. — AUhail!  (hecries)  235 
I  fee,  and  would  alleviate,  thy  furprize. 
The  vaniih'd  meteor  was  heaven's  meifage  meant. 
To  warn  thee  hence  :  I  knew  the  high  intent. 
Hear  then  !  in  this  fequefter'd  cave  retir'd. 
Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir'd.  240 

'Tis  faer-ed  ground ;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure. 
Yet  unprepar'd,  an  intercourfe  fo  pure. 
Quick  let  us  hence. — And  now  extend  thy  views 
O'er  yonder  lawn ;  there  find  the  heaven-born  Mufe ! 
Or  feek  her,  where  flie  trufts  her  tuneful  tale       245 
Tjo  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale  ; 

Where 
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Where  trees  half  check  the  liglit  with  trembling  fliades, 

Clofe  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  clear  in  glades ; 

Or  where  furrounding  viftas  far  defcend. 

The  landfcape  varied  at  each  leiTening  end  ;         250 

She,  only  fhe  can  mortal  thought  refine. 

And  raife  thy  voice  to  vifitants  divine. 


CANTO    V. 

TT7E  left  the  cave.    Be  Fear  (faid  I)  defy'dl 
Virtue  (for  thou  art  Virtue)  is  my  guide. 

By  time-worn  fteps  a  Iteep  afcent  we  gain, 
Whofe  fummit  yields  a  profpedl  o'er  the  plain. 
There,  bench'd  with  turf,  an  oak  our  feat  extends,  5 
Whofe  top  a  verdant,  branch'd  pavilion  bends. 
Viftas,  with  leaves,  diverfify  the  fcene. 
Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  fhower 
Gleams  -on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glofly  flower.    10 
Gay  infedls  fparkje  in  the  genial  blaze. 
Various  as  light,  and  countlefs  as  its  rays : 
They  dance  on  every  ftream,  and  piftur'd  play. 
Till,  by  the  watery  racer,  fnatch'd  away. 

Now,  from  yon  range  of  rocks,  ftrongrays  rebound. 
Doubling  the  day  on  flowery  plains  around : 
JCing-cups  beneath  far-ftriking  colours  glance. 
Bright  as  th'  etherial  glows  the  green  expanfe. 
Gems  of  the  held! — the  topaz  charms  the  fight. 
Like  thefe,  effulging  yellow  ^eams  of  light.        20 

From 
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From  the  fame  rocks,  fall  rills  with  foften'd  force. 
Meet  in  yon  mead,  and  well  a  river's  fource;. 
Through  her  clear  channel  fhine  her  finny  fhoals. 
O'er  fands,  like  gold,  the  liquid  cryllai  rolls. 
Dimm'd  in  yon  coarfer  moor,  her  charms  decay,  25 
And  ihape,  through  rullling  reeds,  a  ruffled  way. 
Near  willows  fhort  and  bufhy  fhadows  throw : 
Now  loft,  ihe  feems  through  nether  trails  to  flow ; 
Yet,  at  yon  point,  winds  out  in  filver  Hate, 
Like  Virtue  from  a  labyrinth  of  fate.  30 

In  lengthening  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains,  run 
The  flocks : — their  fleeces  gliflening  in  the  fun  ; 
Her  ftreams  they  feek,  and,  'twixt  her  neighbouring 
Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe.  [trees. 

Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry,  35 

Swift  from  the  fliore,  in  fcattering  myriads  fly. 

Each  livery'd  cloud,  that  round  th'  horizon  glows* 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earth,  from  whence  it  rofe. 
The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jafmine  bovver, 
And  circling  fettles,  and  defpoils  the  flower.  40 

Melodious  there  the  plumy  fongfl:ers  meet. 
And  call  charm'd  Echo  from  her  arch'd  retreat. 
Neat  polifli'd  manfions  rife  in  profped  gay  ; 
Time-batter'd  towers  frown  awful  in  decay  ; 
The  fun  plays  glittering  on  the  rocks  and  fpires,  45 
And  the  lawn  lightens  with  reflefted  fires. 

Here  Mirth,  and  Fancy's  wanton  train  advance. 
And  to  light  meafures  turn  the  fwimming  dance. 
Sweet,  flow-pac'd  Melancholy  next  appears. 
Pompous  in  grief,  and  eloc^uent  of  tears,  50 

Here 
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Here  Meditation  fhines,  in  azure  drert, 
All-llarr'd  with  gems ;  a  fun  adorns  her  creil. 
Religion,  to  vvhofe  lifted,  raptur'd  eyes 
Seraphic  hofls  defcend  from  opening  fkies  ; 
Beauty,  who  fvvays  the  heart,  and  charms  the  fight ;  55 
Whofe  tongue  is  mufic,  and  whofe  fmile  delight ; 
Whofe  brow  is  majefty  ;  whofe  bofom  peace  ; 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe  ; 
Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring  ;  v/hofe  eye  divine 
Kindled  the  fun,  and  gave  its  light  to  Ihine.  60 

i  lere,  in  thy  likenefs,   fair  Ophelia,  *  feen, 
She  throws  kind  luftre  o'er  th'  enliven'd  green. 
Next  her  Defcription,  rob'd  in  various  hues, 
Invites  attention  from  the  penfive  Mufe ! 
The  Mufe  !  — fhe  comes !  refin'd  the  PafTions  wait,  65 
And  Precept,  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 
The  Mufe!   a  thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air 
(Once  men,  who  made  like  her  mankind  their  care) : 
Inamour'd  round  her  prefs  th'  infpiring  throng. 
And  fwell  to  ecllacy  her  folemn  fong.  70 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find. 
Fair  Wortley's  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 
Whether  her  fight  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys. 
The  noons  dry  heat,  or  evening's  tcmper'd  rays. 
The  hours  of  ftorm,  or  calm,  the  gleby  ground,      75 
The  coraFd  fea,  gem'd  rock,  or  Iky  profound, 
A  Raphael's  fancy  animates  each  line. 
Each  image  ftrikes  with  energy  divine ; 

BacoHj 

*  Mrs.  OlJfidd. 
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Bacon  and  Newton  in  her  thoughts  confpire  ; 

Nor  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Handel's  lyre.  80 

My  Hermit  thus.     She  beckons  us  away: 
Oh,  let  us  fwift  the  high  beheft  obey! 

Now  through  a  lane,  which  mingling  trafts  have  croft. 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcape  loft. 
We  rove.    The  warblers  lively  tunes  effay,  85 

The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  fpray. 
While  mufic  trembles  in  their  fongful  throats. 
The  bullfinch  whifties  foft  his  flute-like  notes. 
The  bolder  blackbird  fwells  fonorous  lays ; 
The  varying  thruili  commands  a  tuneful  maze  ;    90 
Each  a  wild  length  of  melody  purfues  ; 
While  the  foft  murmuring,  amorous  wood-dove  coos. 
And,  when  in  fpring  thefe  melting  mixtures  flow. 
The  cuckoo  fends  her  unifon  of  woe. 

But  a^  fmooth  fcas  are  furrow'd  by  a  ftorm  ;      95 
As  troubivjs  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  ; 
So,  loud  through  air,  unwelcome  noifes  found. 
And  harmony  's  at  once,  in  difcord,  drown'd. 
From  yon  dark  cyprefs,  croaks  the  raven's  cry ; 
As  diflbnant  the  daw,  jay,  chattering  pie  :  100 

The  clamorous  crows  abandon'd  carnage  feek. 
And  the  harfh  owl  ihrills  out  a  fliarpening  fhriek. 

At  the  lane's  end  a  high-lath'd  gate  's  prefer'd. 
To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Faft  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  find,  165 

Whofe  ruffet  rags  hang  fluttering  in  the  wind : 
Years  bow  his  back,  a  ftafi^fupports  his  tread, 
And  foft  white  hairs  fliade  thin  his  palfy'd  head. 

Poor 
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Poor  wretch  1 — Is  this  for  charity  his  haunt  r 
He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt.    1 10 
On  flaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  fquandering  peer; 
But  paifing  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 
Vain  thing  I   in  what  doll  thou  fuperior  fliine  ? 
Ilis  our  firft  fire:  what  race  more  ancient  thine? 
Lefs  backward  trac'd,  he  may  his  lineage  draw   1 15 
From  men,  whofe  influence  kept  the  world  in  awe : 
Whofe  worthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  confum'd 
Their  ample  itore,  their  line  to  want  was  doom'd. 
So  thine  may  perilh,  by  the  courfe  of  things. 
While  his,  from  beggars,  re-afcend  to  kings.     120 
Now,  lazar,  as  thy  hardfhips  I  perufe. 
On  my  own  llate  infcrudled  would  I  mufe. 
When  I  view  greatnels,  I  my  lot  lament; 
Compar'd  to  thee,  I  fnatch  fupreme  content. 
I  might  have  felt,  did  heaven  not  gracious  deal,  125 
A  fate,  v.'hich  I  muit  mourn  to  fee  thee  feel. 
But  foft!   the  cripple  our  approach  defcries. 
And  to  the  gate,  though  weak,  officious  hies. 
I  fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way, 
Then,  turning,  with  a  fmile  of  pky,  fay,  130 

Here,  friend  I — this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Inftance  of  will,  without  the  power  to  give. 
Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  reflect, 
How  mull  we  grieve,  when  learning  meets  negled? 
When  God-like  fouls  endure  a  m^an  reflraint ;      135 
V/hen  generous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want } 
He  truly  feels  what  to  dillrefs  belongs. 
Who  to  his  private,  adds  a  people's  wrongs ; 

Merit's 
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Merit's  a  mark,  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown. 
And  every  injur'd  virtue  is  his  own.  140 

Such  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure. 
Yet  there  weep  wounds,  they  are  denied  to  cure ; 
Thus  rich  in  poverty,  thus  humbly  great, 
And,  though  deprefs'd,  fuperior  to  their  fate. 
Minions  in  power,  and  mif^rs,  'mid  their  ftore,     145 
Are  mean  in  greatnefs,  and  in  plenty  poor. 
What's  power,  or  wealth?  Were  they  not  form'd  for 
A  fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a  ihade  ?     [aid, 
Jn  power  we  favage  tyranny  beheld. 
And  wily  avarice  owns  polluted  gold.  150 

From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Libya  raife, 
-Could  flie,  who  fpreads  no  pafture,  claim  our  praife  ? 
liOath'd  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monfters  breed ; 
Where  ferpeirts,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  feed. 
No  fheltery  trees  invite  the  Wanderer's  eye,        155 
No  fruits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  trails  fupply  ; 
On  her  vail  wilds  no  lovely  profpedls  run  ; 
JBut  all  lies  barren,  though  beneath  the  fun. 

My  Hermit  thus,    I  know  thy  foul  believes, 
'Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves ;  160 
Yet  oft  affliction  purifies  the  mind. 
Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. 
Were  the  whole  known,  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe, 
Doubtlefs,  would  beauteous  fymmetry  difclofe. 
The  naked  cliff,  that  fmgly  rough  remains,         165 
In  profpedl  dignifies  the  fertile  plains ; 
Lead-colour'd  clouds,  in  fcattering  fragments  feen, 
i)hew,  thougli  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 

Severe 
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Severe  diftreflcs  induftry  inrpire  ; 
Thus  captives  oft  excelling  arts  acquire,  170 

And  boldly  ftruggle  through  a  ll:ate  of  Ihame, 
To  life,  eafe,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 
Sword-law  has  often  Europe's  balance  gain'd. 
And  one  red  viftory  years  of  peace  maintain'd. 
We  pafs  through  want  to  wealth,  through  difmal  llrife. 
To  calm  content,  through  death  to  endlefs  life. 
Libya  thcni  nam'll; — Let  Afric's  waftes  anpear 
Curll:  by  thofe  heats,  that  frudify  the  year; 
Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend. 
Where  cluftering  globes  in  fhining  rows  depend.    180 
Here  when  fierce  beams  o'er  withering  plants  are  roH'd, 
There  the  green  fruit  feems  ripen'd  into  gold. 
P^v'n  fcenes  that  llrike  with  terrible  furprize. 
Still  prove  a  God,  juft,  merciful,  and  wife. 
Sad  wintery  blafts,  that  ftrip  the  autumn,  bring    185 
The  milder  beauties  of  a  flowery  fpring. 
Ye  fulphurous  fires  in  jaggy  lightnings  break  I 
Ye  thunders  rattle,  and  ye  nations  fhake ! 
Ye  ftorms  of  riving  flame  the  foreft  tear! 
Deep  crack  the  rocks  I  renttreesbe  whirl'din  air!  190 
Reft  at  a  ftroke,  fome  ftately  fane  we  '11  mourn  ; 
Her  tombs  wide-Hiatter'd,  and  her  dead  up-torn; 
Were  noxious  fpirits  not  from  caverns  drawn, 
Rack'd  earth  would  foon  in  gulfs  enormous  yawn : 
Then  all  were  loft ! — Or  would  we  floating  view    1 95 
The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  deftruflion  brew; 
Plague,  fever,  frenzy,  clofe-engendering  lie. 
Till  thefe  red  ruptures  clear  the  fuUied  iky. 

Now 
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Now  a  field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought. 
In  parcel'd  trafts  to  various  ufes  wrought.  200 

Here  hardening  ripenefs  the  firft  blooms  behold. 
There  the  laft  bloiToms  fpring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwelling  peas  on  leafy  Ilalks  are  feen, 
Mix'd  flowers  of  red  and  azure  fliine  between ; 
Whofe  weaving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  fun,  205 
In  colour'd  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  fhower. 
The  beans  frefh-bloiToms  in  a  fpeckled  flower ; 
Whofe  morning  dews,  when  to  the  fun  refign'd. 
With  undulating  fweets  embalm  the  wind.  210 

Now  daify  plats  of  clover  fquare  the  plain, 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardlefs  grain. 
There  fibrous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field. 
Which  on  the  loom  fhall  art-fpun  labours  yield. 
The  mulberry,  in  fair  fummer-green  array M,      215 
Full  in  the  midft  flarts  up,  a  filky  fliade. 
For  hunfan  tafte  the  rich-llain'd  fruitage  bleeds; 
The  leaf  the  filk-emitting  reptile  feeds. 
As  fwans  their  down,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave. 
Here  worms  for  man  their  gloffy  entrails  weave.    220 
Hence,  to  adorn  the  fair,  in  texture  gay. 
Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flowers  on  figurM  vefl:ments  play : 
But  Induflry  prepares  them  oft  to  pleafe 
The  guilty  pride  of  vain,  luxuriant  eafe. 

Now  frequent,  dufty  gales  offenfive  blow,        125 
And  o'er  my  fight  a  tranflent  blindnefs  throw. 
Windward  we  fhift.    Near  down  th'  etherial  fteep. 
The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 

Dun 
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Dun  ihades,  in  rocky  fhapes  up  aether  roll'd, 
Projeft  long,  fl^aggy  points,  decp-ting'd  with  gold.  230 
Others  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry's  die. 
And  paint  amufing  landfcapes  on  the  eye. 
Their  blue-veil'd  yellow,  through  a  fky  ferene, 
In  fwelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green. 
S  treak'd  through  white  clouds  a  mild  vermilion  fhines, 
And  the  breeze  frefhens,  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yon  crooked,  funny  roads  change  rifmg  views    ' 
From  brown,  to  fandy  red,  and  chalky  hues. 
One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds. 
Men,  chariots,  teams,   yok'd  lleers,   and  prancing 

fteeds,  240 

Which  Climb,  defcend,  and,  as  loud  whips  refound. 
Stretch,  fweat,  and  fmoke  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  reflefting  radiant  beams. 
When  boats,  fliips,  barges  mark  the  roughen'd  llreams, 
This  way,  and  that,  they  diflferent  points  purfue ;  245 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  fo  fhifts  the  view. 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes. 
The  gifts  of  heaven  in  gay  profufion  rife  ; 
Trees  rich  with  gums,  and  fruits ;  with  jewels  rocks ; 
Plains  with  flowers,  herbs,  and  plants,  and  beeves, 

and  flocks ;  250 

Mountains  with  mines ;  with  oak,  and  cedar,  woods ; 
Quarries  with  marble,  and  with  fifli  the  floods. 
In  darkening  fpots,  mid  fields  of  various  dies. 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  fallow  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  difplay,  255 

The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  fcentful  hay. 

Vol.  XLI.  N  And 
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And  thick-fet  hedges  fence  the  full-ear*d  corn. 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn. 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  the  cultur'd  fcene. 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green.  260 
The  native  flrawberry  red-ripening  grows. 
By  nettles  guarded,  as  by  thorns  the  rofe. 
There  nightingales  in  unprun'd  copfes  build. 
In  fhaggy  furzes  lies  the  hare  conceal'd. 
'Tvvixt  ferns  and  thirties,  unfown  flowers  amufe,   265 
And  form  a  lucid  chace  of  various  hues  ; 
Many  half-grey  with  dull :  confus'd  they  lie, 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye. 

Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flowery  plain. 
The  Mufe  preceding  with  her  heavenly  train.      270 
When,  lo !  the  mendicant,  fo  late  behind. 
Strange  view  !  nov/  journeying  in  our  front  we  find ! 
And  yet  a  view,  more  ftrange,  our  heed  demands ; 
Touch'd  by  the  Mufe's  wand  transform'd  he  Hands. 
O'er  fkin  late  wrinkled,  inftant  beauty  fpreads;  275 
The  late-dimm'd  eye,  a  vivid  luftre  flieds ; 
Hairs,  once  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline ; 
And  rags  now  chang'd,  in  regal  veftments  ftiine. 

The  Hermit  thus.    In  him  the  bard  behold. 
Once  feen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  winter's  cold;  280 
The  BARD,  whofe  want  fo  multiplied  his  woes. 
He  funk  a  mortal,  and  a  feraph  rofe. 
See  ! — where  thofe  llately  yew-trees  darkling  grow. 
And,,  waving  o'er  yon  graves,  brown  borrows  throw. 
Scornful  he  points — there,  o'er  his  facred  dull,   285 
Arife  the  fculptur'd  tomb,  and  labour'd  bull. 

Vain 
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Vain  pomp  !  beftow'd  by  oflentatious  pride. 
Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  deny 'd. 

B  ut  thus  the  bard.    Are  thefe  the  gifts  of  date  ? 
Gifts unreceiv'd! — Thefe?  Ye  ungenerous  great!  290 
How  was  I  treated  when  in  life  forlorn  ? 
My  claim  your  pity ;  but  my  lot  your  fcorn. 
Why  were  my  lludious  hours  oppos'd  by  need? 
In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed  ? 
Did  I  contemporary  authors  wrong,  295 

And  deem  their  worth,  but  as  they  prizM  my  fong  ? 
Did  I  Tooth  vice,  or  venal  ftrokes  betray. 
In  the  low-purpos'd,  loud  polemic  fray? 
Did  e'er  my  verfe  immodeil:  warmth  contain. 
Or,  once-licentious,  heavenly  truths  profane  ?     300 
Never. — And  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name. 
Who  caird  my  Ihadow'd  merit  into  fame  ? 
When,  undefcrv'd,  a  prifon's  grate  1  faw, 
What  hand  redeem'd  me  from  the  wrelled  law? 
Who  cloath'd  me  naked,  or  v>'hen  hungry  fed?    305 
Why  crulh'd  the  living  ?    Why  extoU'd  the  dead  ?  — 
But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays. 
And  diftant  nations  Ihame  you  into  praife. 
Why  fnould  unrelifh'd  v.it  thefe  lionours  caufe? 
Curtom,  not  knowledge,  didates  your  applaufc  :   310 
Or  think  you  thus  a  felf-renown  to  raife. 
And  mingle  your  vain-glories  with  my  bays  ? 
Be  your's  the  mouldering  tomb !    Be  mine  the  lay 
Immortal! — Thus  he  fcoifs  the  pomp  away. 
Though  words  like  thefe  unletter'd  pride  impeach,  315 
To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  v/ith  milder  Ipeech. 

N  z  Though 
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Though  now  a  feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 

The  face  of  human  friendfhip,  oft  of  care  ; 

To  walk  difguis'd  an  objeft  of  relief. 

A  learn'd,  good  man,  long  exercls'd  in  grief;    320 

Forlorn,  a  friendlefs  orphan  oft  to  roam. 

Craving  fome  kind,  fome  hofpitable  home ; 

Or,  like  Ulyfies,  a  low  lazar  ftand; 

Befeeching  Pity's  eye,  and  Bounty's  hand ; 

Or,  like  UlyfTes,  royal  aid  requell,  325 

Wandering  from  court  to  court,  a  king  diftreft. 

Thus  varying  Ihapes,  the  feeming  fon  of  woe 

Eyes  the  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  generous  glow : 

Then  to  the  Mufe  relates  each  lordly  name. 

Who  deals  impartial  infamy  and  fame.  330 

Oft,  as  v.'hen  man  in  mortal  Hate  deprefs'd. 

His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confefs'd. 

He  now  forms  vifionary  fcenes  below, 

Infpiring  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe  ; 

Patience,  that  foftens  every  fad  extreme,  335 

That  cafts  through  dungeon-glooms  a  chearful  gleam, 

Difarms  difeafc  of  pain,  mocks  flander's  fting. 

And  ilrips  of  terrors  the  terrific  king, 

'Gainft  Want,  a  fourer  foe,  its  fuccour  lends. 

And  fmiling  fees  th'  ingratitude  of  friends.  340 

Nor  are  thefe  talks  to  him  alone  confign'd. 
Millions  invifible  befriend  mankind. 
When  watery  ftruftures,  feen  crofs  heaven  t'  afcend. 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend. 
Fancy  beholds,  adown  each  glittering  fide,  345 

Myriads  of  miflionary  fcraphs  glide  j 

She 


THE    WANDERER,    Canto  V.      iSi 

She  fees  good  angels  genial  flioweri  bellow 

From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 

They  fmile  upon  the  fwairu:    He  views  the  prize ; 

Then  grateful  bends,  to  blefs  the  bounteous  fkies.  350 

Some  winds  colleft,  and  fend  propitious  gales 

Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  fpreads  her  fails ; 

There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  fame, 

Unequal'd  glory  in  her  Sovereign's  name. 

Some  teach  young  zephyrs  vernal  fweets  to  bear,  355 

And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air ; 

Zephyrs,  that  oft,  where  lovers  liilening  lie. 

Along  the  grove  in  melting  mufic  die. 

And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetic  roll 

Seraphic  whifpers,  that  abftrad  the  foul.  36(5 

Some  range  the  colours,  as  they  parted  fly. 

Clear-pointed  to  the  philofophic  eye  ; 

The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze  ; 

The  flainlefs,  lightfome  yellow's  gilding  rays  ; 

The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows,    365 

And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luftre  owes  ; 

AU-chearing  green,  that  gives  the  fpring  its  dye; 

The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  fky ; 

And  indico,  which  fliaded  light  difplays  ; 

And  violet,  v/hich  in  the  view  decays.  370 

Parental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed ; 

An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countlefs  breed; 

Unravel'd,  variegated,  lines  of  light. 

When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifcuous  white. 

Oft  through  thefe  bows  departed  fpirits  range,     375 

New  to  the  ikies,  admiring  at  their  change ; 

N  q  Each 
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Each  mind  a  void,  as  when  Hrft  born  to  earth, 

Behold  a  fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth  ; 

Then,  as  yon  feraph  bard  fram'd  hearts  below. 

Each  fees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  fhow,  380 

New  faints  he  tutors  into  truth  refin'd. 

And  tunes  to  rapturous  love  the  new-form'd  mind. 

He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  loud,  melodious  lays 

Call  high  Hofannas  from  the  voice  of  praife  ; 

Though  one  bad  age  fuch  poefy  could  wrong,      385 

Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  fong : 

Now  God's  high  throne  the  fuU-voic'd  raptures  gain, 

Celeltial  hoUs  returning  Urain  for  Urain. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief. 
Sees  joys  refulting  from  well-fuifering  grief.       390 
Hark !  while  we  talk,  a  diftant  pattering  rain 
Refounds ! — See  !   up  the  broad  aetherial  plain 
Shoots  the  bright  bow! — The  feraph  flits  away; 
The  Mufe,  the  Graces  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  weilern  hill  the  globe  of  light        395 
Drops  fudden  ;  faft-purfued  by  ftiades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fcenes  to  mind  recall 
Rebellion's  council,  and  rebellion's  fall. 
What  fiends  in  fulphurous,  car-like  clouds  up-flew! 
What  midnight  treafon  glar'd  beneath  their  view !  400 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel -fchemes. 
Big,  and  more  big,  ftupendous  mifchief  feems ; 
But  Jullice,  rouz'd,  fuperior  flrength  employs. 
Their  fcheme  wide  Ihatters,  and  their  hope  deftroys. 
Difcord  Ihe  wills ;  the  mifhle  ruin  flies  -,  405 

Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arife, 

Doubt 
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Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difgult. 

Dark-hinted  muttcrings,  and  avow'd  diftrull ; 

To  fecret  ferment  is  each  heart  refign'd  ; 

Sufpicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind;  410 

They  jar,  accusM  accufe,  revil'd  revile. 

And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile ; 

Wrangling  they  part,  themfelves  themfelves  betray; 

Each  dire  device  ftarts  naked  into  day ; 

They  feel  confufion  in  the  van  with  fear;  415 

They  feel  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  different  motives  fired,  "^ 
Ambition  one,  and  one  Revenge  infpired. 
The  third,  O  Mammon,  was  thy  meaner  flave ; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave  !  420 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continued  feafl. 
His  wealth  diminifh'd,  and  his  debts  increased. 
Vain  pomp,  and  equipage,  his  low  defires, 
Who  ne'er  to  intelledlual  blifs  afpires ; 
He,  to  repair  by  vice  what  vice  has  broke,  425 

Durfl:  with  bold  treafons  judgment's  rod  provoke. 
His  flrength  of  mind,  by  luxury  half  diffolv'd, 
111  brooks  the  woe,  where  deep  he  flands  involv'd. 
He  weeps,  flamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies  ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  cries,  430 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjuft  he  bleeds. 
And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads ; 
Now  blames  affociates,  raves  with  inward  flrife. 
Upbraids  himfelf ;  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
He  rolls  red  fwelling,  tearful  eyes  around,  4^^ 

Sore  fmites  his  breafl,  and  fmks  upon  the  ground. 
N  4  He 
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He  wails,  he  quite  defponds,  convulfive  lies. 
Shrinks  from  the  fancied  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies : 
Revives,  with  hope  enquires,  flops  Ihort  with  fear. 
Entreats  ev'n  flattery,  nor  the  worft  will  hear;  440 
The  worft,  alas,  his  doom  ! — ^What  friend  replies  ? 
Each  fpeaks  with  fhaking  head,  and  down-caft  eyes. 
One  filence  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a  tear; 
Nor  hope  affords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
But  what  kind  friendihip  part  referves  unknown    445 
Comes  thundering  in  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 
Enough  ftruck  through  and  through,  in  ghaftly  ftare, 
He  ftands  transfix'd,  the  ftatue  of  defpair; 
Nor  aught  of  life,  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows. 
Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes:   450 
Now  pours  a  ftorm  of  grief  in  guihing  ftreams : 
That  paft — coUefted  in  himfelf  he  feems. 
And  with  forc'd  fmile  retires— His  latent  thought 
Dark,  horrid,  as  the  prifon's  difmal  vault. 

If  with  himfelf  at  variance  ever-wild,  455 

With  angry  heaven  how  ftands  he  reconcil'd? 
No  penitential  orifons  arife  ; 
Nay,  he  obtefts  the  juftice  of  the  fkies. 
Not  for  his  guilt,  for  fentenc'd  life  he  moans  ;  • 
His  chains  rough-clanking  to  difcordant  groans,   460 
To  bars  harfh- grating,  heavy-creaking  doors, 
Hoarffi-echoing  walls,  and  hollow-ringing  floors. 
To  thoughts  more  diflbnant,  far,  far  lefs  kind. 
One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 
At  length,  fatigued  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies :  465 
But  foon  as  fleep  weighs  dowa  th'  unwilling  eyes. 

Glad 


THE    WAN  DE  RE  R,   Canto  V.      185 

Glad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 

Treafon  fucceeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy. 

Proud  palaces  their  glittering  llores  difplay : 

Gain  he  purfues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way.         470 

What  gold  I  What  gems ! — he  ftrains  to  feize  the  prize ; 

Quick  from  his  touch  diflblv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies. 

Confcious  he  cries — and  muft  I  wake  to  weep  ? 

Ah,  yet  return,  return,  delufive  fleep  ! 

Sleep  comes ;  but  liberty  no  more  :— Unkind,     475 

The  dungeon-glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 

Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howling  daemons  call ; 

Wide-flying  portals  feem  unhing'd  to  fall : 

Then  clofe  with  fudden  claps ;  a  dreadful  din  ! 

He  flarts,  wakes,  ftorms,  and  all  is  hell  within.   480 

His  genius  flies — reflects  he  now  on  prayer  ? 
Alas !  bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  air. 
What  fliall  he  next  ?  What,  fl:raight  relinquifli  breath. 
To  bar  a  public,  juft,  though  Ihameful  death  ? 
■Ralh,  horrid  thought!  yet  now  afraid  to  live,      485 
Murderous  he  fl;rikes — may  heaven  the  deed  forgive ! 

Why  had  he  thus  falfe  fpirit  to  rebel  ? 
And  why  not  fortitude  to  fufFer  well  ? 
Were  hir  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow! 
And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe,  490 

Heaven  this  afflidlion  then  for  mercy  meant. 
That  a  good  end  might  clofe  a  life  mifpent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallow'd  dirge  refound. 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  facred  ground ; 
J'uU  in  the  centre  of  three  meeting  ways,  495 

Staked  through  he  lies.— Warn'd  let  the  wicked  gaze. 

Near 
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Near  yonder  fane,  where  mifery  fleeps  in  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  fail-leflens,  as  thefe  fhades  increafe. 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft  brew'd  tempefts  roll, 
Tempells,  dire  emblems,  Cofmo,  of  thy  foul !      500 
There  mark  that  Cofmo,  much  for  guile  renown'd ! 
His  grave  by  unbid  plants  of  poifon  crown'd. 
When  out  of  power,  through  him  the  public  good. 
So  ftrong  his  faftious  tribe,  fufpended  flood. 
In  power,  vindiftive  aftions  were  his  aim,  505 

And  patriots  perifh'd  by  th'  ungenerous  flame. 
If  the  beft  caufe  he  in  the  fenate  chofe, 
Ev'n  right  in  him  from  fome  wrong  motive  rofe. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  defpife  ; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  Ihunn'd  the  wife.  5 1  o 
When  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  ftrain ; 
His  malice  had  a  look,  and  voice  humane. 
His  fmile,  the  fignal  of  fome  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard,  or  empoifon'd  fcent ; 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a  flave ;  515 

No  friend  he  honour'd,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need; 
The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed  ; 
But,  if  they  chanc'd  on  learned  worth  to  fall. 
Bounty  in  him  was  ollentation  all,  520 

No  true  benevolence  his  thought  fublimes, 
His  nobleft  adlions  are  illullrious  crimes. 
Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  with  fame. 
Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  Ihame. 
When  parts  in  probity  in  man  combine,  525 

In  wifdom's  eye,  how  charming  mult  he  Ihine ! 

Let 
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Let  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  leall  imp.irt 
And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Cofmo,  ^s  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
That  llorm  of  paiTion,  which  his  nature  feels :     530 
He  feels  much  fear,  more  anger,  and  moft  pride  j 
But  pride  and  anger  maice  all  fear  fubfide. 
Dauntlefs  he  meets  at  length  untimely  fate  ; 
A  defperate  fpirit !  rather  fierce,  than  great. 
Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft,  535 

A  fullen,  wandering,  felf-tormenting  gholh 

Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground. 
With  emblem  fair  in  fculpture  rifmg  round, 
jull:  where  a  croffing,  lengthening  aille  we  find. 
Full  eaft  ;  whence  God  returns  tojudge  mankind,  54.0 
Once-lov'd  Horatio  fleeps,  a  mind  elate! 
Lamented  fhade,  ambition  was  thy  fate. 
Ev'n  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  furvey'd; 
Behold  a  man,  like  one  of  us !  they  faid. 
Straight  heard  the  Furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd,  545 
And  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepar'd. 
Firit  Avarice  came.    In  vain  Self-love  fhe  prefs'd ; 
The  poor  he  pity'd  flill,  and  flill  redrefs'd  : 
Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend, 
Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend.  5^0 

Next  came  Revenge  :  but  her  effay  how  vain  I 
Not  hat€,  nor  envy,  in  his  heart  remain. 
No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  engage. 
Malice  the  mother  of  vindidive  rage. 
No — from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live ;    555 
He  held  it  Hill  a  triumph  to  forgive. 

At 
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At  length  Ambition  urg'd  his  counti-y*s  weal, 

A-fTuming  the  fair  look  of  public  Zeal ; 

Still  in  his  breaft  fo  generous  glow'd  the  flame. 

The  vice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  became.       560 

His  pitying  eye  faw  millions  in  diftrefs. 

He  deem'd  it  godlike  to  have  power  to  blefs : 

Thus,  when  unguarded,  treafon  ftain'd  him  o'er ; 

And  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  more. 

But  when  to  death  by  rigorous  juftice  doom'd,  565 
His  genuine  fpirit  faint-like  ftate  refum'd. 
Oft  from  foft  penitence  diftill'd  a  tear  ; 
Oft  hope  in  heavenly  mercy  lighten'd  fear ; 
Oft  v/ould  a  drop  from  ftruggling  nature  fall. 
And  then  a  fmile  of  patience  brighten  all.  570 

He  feeks  in  heaven  a  friend,  nor  feeks  in  vain. 
His  guardian  angel  fwift  defcends  again; 
And  refolution  thus  befpeaks  a  mind. 
Not  fcorning  life,  yet  all  to  death  refign'd ; 
— Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  reftrain  the  will  575 

Of  common,  defperate  veterans  in  ill, 
Though  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare. 
Did  e'er  my  rifmg  foul  your  preffure  wear  ? 
No! — free  as  liberty,  and  quick  as  light. 
To  worlds  remote  Ihe  takes  unbounded  flight.      580 
Ye  dungeon  glooms,  that  dim  corporeal  eyes. 
Could  ye  once  blot  her  profpeft  of  the  Ikies  ? 
Nol  —  from  her  clearer  flght  ye  fled  away. 
Like  error,  pierc'd  by  truth's  refiftlefs  ray. 
Ye  walls,  that  vvitnefs  my  repentant  moan  !         585 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  forrows  groan ! 

Do 
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Do  T,  in  wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain  ? 
Or  once  betray  fear's  mofl  inglorious  pain  ? 
No  ! — Hail,  twice  hail  then,  ignominious  death  ! 
B"hold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath !       590 
Far  greater,  better  far — ay,  far  indeed  ! 
Like  me,  have  fufrer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed. 
Apoftles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs  all. 
Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmur'd  at  their  falL 
Shall  1,  whofe  days,  at  bell,  no  ill  defign'd,       595 
Whofe  virtue  fhone  not,  though  I  lov'd  mankind. 
Shall  I,  now  guilty  wretch,  ftiall  I  repine  ? 
Ah,  no  1  to  juftice  let  me  life  refign  1 
Quick,  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe  ! 
He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woe ;    600 
But  friends  are  foes,  they  render  woe  fevere. 
For  me  they  wail,  from  me  extort  the  tear. 
Not  thofe,  yet  abfent,  miffive  griefs  control  ; 
Thefe  periods  weep,  thofe  rave,  and  thefe  condole. 
At  entrance  fhrieks  a  friend,  with  pale  furprize  ;  605 
Another  panting,  proftrate,  fpeechlefs  lies  ; 
One  gripes  my  hand,  one  fobs  upon  my  breaft  1 
Ah,  who  can  bear? — it  (hocks,  it  murders  reft  ! 
And  is  it  yours,  alas  !   my  friends  to  feel  ? 
And  is  it  mine  to  comfort,  mine  to  heal  ?  610 

Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  bofom  ftrife  ? 
Ah  1  would  rafh  love  lure  back  my  thoughts  to  life  ? 
Adieu,  dear,  dangerous  mourners  !  fwift  depart ! 
Ah,  fly  me  1  fly  ! — I  tear  ye  from  my  heart. 

Yefaints,  whom  fears ofdeath  could  ne'er  control. 
In  my  laft  hour  compofe,  fupport  my  foul  1 

See 


X90  SAVAGE'S    POEMS. 

See  my  blood  wafh  repented  fin  away  ! 
Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  ! 

With  words  like  thefe  the  deftin'd  hero  dies. 
While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  Ikies.  620 

Diftinclion  now  gives  way  ;  yet  on  we  talk, 
Full  darknefs  deepening  o'er  the  formlefs  walk. 
Night  treads  not  with  light  fiep  the  dewy  gale. 
Nor  bright-diftends  her  ftar-embroider'd  veil  j 
Her  leaden  feet,  inclement  damps  dillil,  625 

Clouds  iliut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vellure  fill ; 
An  earth-born  meteor  lights  the  fable  fkies, 
Ealbvard  it  Ihoots,  and,  funk,  forgotten  dies. 
So  pride,  that  rofe  from  dull  to  guilty  power. 
Glares  out  in  vain  ;  fo  dull  fliall  pride  devour.    630 

Fifhers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  gain. 
With  teethful  tridents  ftrike  the  fcaly  train. 
Like  fnakes  in  eagles'  claws,  in  vain  they  Ilrive, 
When  heav'd  aloft,  and  quivering  yet  alive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  inconverfepafs'd. 
The  moon  clouds  muffled,  and  the  night  wore  fart. 
At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  maftiff's  bay. 
And  the  warn'd  mailer's  arms  forbad  the  prey  ! 
Thus  treafon  Heels,  the  patriot  thus  defcries. 
Forth  fp rings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchief  flies.  640 

Pale  glow-worms  glimmer'd  through  the  depth  of 
night. 
Scattering,  like  hope  through  fear,  a  doubtful  light. 
Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  filent  grove. 
With  penfive  pleafure  liilen'd  wakeful  Love. 
Half-dreaming  Fancy  form'd  an  angel's  tongue,  645 
And  Pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  Ihe  fung. 

The 
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The  Night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd. 
Now  paus'd,  now  lillen'd,  and  awhile  was  charm'd  ; 
Eut  like  the  man,  whofe  frequent  ftubborn  will 
Refilb  what  kind,  feraphic  founds  inftil,  650 

Her  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repell'd. 
Her  breaft  with  agitating  mifchief  fwell'd  ; 
Which  clos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  deftroy 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  with  virtuous  joy. 

Now  fafl:  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way  ;  655 
No  friendly  ftars  direflive  beams  difplay. 
But  lo ! — a  thoufand  lights  ihoot  inftant  rays ; 
Yon  kindling  rock  reflefts  the  flartling  blaze. 
I  Hand  aftoniih'd — thus  the  hermit  cries  : 
Fear  not,  but  liften  with  enlarg'd  furprize  I  660 

Still  muft  thefe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim. 
And  ceafe  to  echo  ftill  Olympia's  name  ; 
Grots,  rivulets,  groves,  Olympia's  name  forget, 
Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 
Can  I  be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more,  66c 

Thofe  amorous  hours^  that  plaintive  echoes  bore  ? 
Am  I  the  fame?   Ah  no! — Behold  a  mind. 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin'd  ! 
Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay. 
Saw  my  health  languifli  oiF  in  pale  decay.  670 

No  racking  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a  date ; 
No  fad,  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate  : 
Yet  number'd  were  my  days— My  delHn'd  end 
Near,  and  more  near— Nay,  every  fear  fufpend ! 
I  pafs'd  a  weary,  lingering,  fleeplefs  night:         675 
Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning's  earliell  light: 

But 
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But  few  my  fteps — a  faint,  and  cheerlefs  few ! 
Refrefliment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 
When,  low,  retir'd  beneath  a  cyprefs  fliade. 
My  limbs  upon  a  flowery  bank  I  laid,  6 So 

Soon  by  foft-creeping,  murmuring  winds  compos'd, 
A  flumber  prefs'd  my  languid  eyes — They  clos'd: 
But  clos'd  not  long — Methought  Olympia  fpoke  ; 
Thrice  loud  fhe  call'd,  and  thrice  the  flumber  broke. 
I  wak'd.    Forth-gliding  from  a  neighbouring  wood. 
Full  in  my  view  the  fliadowy  charmer  fliood. 
Rapturous  I  fliarted  up  to  clafp  the  fliade ; 
But  ftagger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade : 
A  mantling  chillnefs  o'er  my  bofom  fpread. 
As  if  that  infliant  number'd  with  the  dead.  690 

Her  voice  now  fent  a  far,  imperfedl  found. 
When  in  a  fwimming  trance  my  pangs  were  drown'd. 
Still  farther  oiFflie  call'd— With  foft  furprize, 
I  turn'd — but  void  of  fl:rength,  and  aid  to  rife  ; 
Short,  fliorter,  fliorter  yet,  my  breath  I  drew  :     695 
Then  up  my  flruggling  foul  unburthen'd  flew. 
Thus  from  a  flate,  where  fln  and  grief  abide. 
Heaven  fummon'd  me  to  mercy — thus  I  died. 

He  faid.     Th'  afl:onifliment  with  which  I  ftart. 
Like  bolted  ice  runs  fliivering  through  my  heart.  700 
Art  thou  not  mortal  then  ?   I  cried.     Butlo! 
His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  ! 
In  fliady  ringlets  falls  a  length  of  hair ; 
Embloom'd  his  afpeft  fliines,  enlarg'd  his  air. 
Mild  from  his  eyes  enlivening  glories  beam ;       705 
Mild  on  his  brow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 

Bright 
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Bright  plumes  of  every  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 
Veft,  robe,  and  wings,  in  varied  luftre  fliow. 
He  looks,  and  forward  Heps  with  mien  divine; 
A  grace  celelHal  gives  him  all  to  Ihine.  710 

He  fpeaks — Nature  is  ravifh'd  at  the  found. 
The  forefts  m.ove,  and  ftreams  Hand  lillcning  round  ! 

Thus  he.    As  incorruption  I  affum'd, 
As  inftant  in  immortal  youth  I  bloom'd ! 
Renew'd,  and  chang'd,  I  felt  my  vital  fprings,      7 1 5 
With  different  lights  difcern'd  the  form  of  things ; 
To  earth  my  pafTions  fell  like  mills  away, 
And  reafon  open'd  in  eternal  day. 
Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I  flew, 
Celeftial  knowledge  fhone  in  every  view.  720 

My  food  was  truth — what  tranfport  could  1  mifs  ? 
My  profpeft,  all  infinitude  of  biifs. 
Olympia  met  me  firft,  and,  fmiling  gay. 
Onward  to  mercy  led  the  fhining  way ; 
As  far  tranfcendant  to  her  wonted  air,  jz^ 

As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a  fair ! 
In  voice,  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteous  fhows. 
And  harmony  ftill  more  harmonious  grows. 
She  points  out  fouls,who  taught  me  friendfhip's  charms. 
They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms  1730 
Well  pleas'd,  high  anceftors  my  view  command; 
Patrons  and  patriots  all ;  a  glorious  band  ! 
Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fate  refin'd, 
Shone  out  white-rob'd  with  faints,  a  fpotlefs  mind! 
What  once,  below,  ambition  made  him  mifs,      735 
Humility  here  gain'd,  a  life  of  bills  ! 
Vol.  XLI.  O  Though 
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Though  late,  let  fmners  then  from  fin  depart! 
Heaven  never  yet  defpis'd  the  contrite  heart. 
Laft  Ihone,  with  fvveet,  exalted  luftre  grac'd. 
The  SERAPH-BARD,  in  higheil;  order  plac'd!    740 
Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings. 
All  raptur'd  lillen,  as  he  raptur'd  fings. 
Svveetnefs  and  llrength  his  look  and  lays  employ. 
Greet  fmiles  with  fmiles,  and  every  joy  with  joy: 
Charm  ful  he  rofe  ;  his  ever-charmful  tongue       745 
Joy  to  our  fecond  hymeneals  fung; 
Still  as  we  pafs'd,  the  bright,  celeftial  throng 
Haird  us  in  focial  love,  and  heavenly  fong. 

Of  that  no  more !  my  deathlefs  friendlhip  fee  ! 
1  come  an  Angel  to  the  Mufe  and  Thee.  750 

Thefe  lights,  that  vibrate,  and  promifcuous  fliine. 
Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine. 
And  here  the  Mufe,  though  melted  from  thy  gaze. 
Stands  among  fpirits,  mingling  rays  with  rays. 
If  thou  would'ft  peace  attain,  my  words  attend,     755 
The  lail,  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend! 
True  joy's  a  feraph,  that  to  heaven  afpires. 
Unhurt  it  triumphs  mid'  celeftial  choirs. 
But  Ihould  no  cares  a  mortal  flate  moleft. 
Life  were  a  ftate  of  ignorance  at  beft.  760 

Knov/.then,  if. ills  oblige  thee  to  retire, 
Thofe  ills  fokmnity  of  thought  infpire. 
Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objedls  roam. 
Whence  could  Ihe  learn  to  call  ideas  home  ? 
Juftly  to  know  thyfelf,  perufe  mankind  ;  765 

To  know  thy  God,  paint  nature  on  thy  mind: 

Without 
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Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcene. 

What  is  retirement  ? — Empty  pride  or  fpleen : 

But  with  it  wifdom.     There  fhall  cares  refine, 

Render'd  by  contemplation  half-divine.  770 

Truft  not  the  frantic,  or  myfterious  guide, 

Nor  Hoop  a  captive  to  the  fchoolman's  pride. 

On  nature's  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal ! 

They  dim  not  reafon,  when  they  truth  reveal ; 

So  fhall  religion  in  thy  heart  endure,  775 

From  all  traditionary  falfehood  pure  ; 

So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye, 

So  fhalt  thou  live,  as  thou  may'ft  learn  to  die; 

And,  though  thou  view'llthy  worft  opprefTor  thrive, 

From  tranfient  woe,  immortal  blifs  derive.  780 

Farewell — Nay,  ilop  the  parting  tear! — I  go! 

But  leave  the  Mufe  thy  comforter  below. 

He  faid.    Inftant  his  pinions  upward  foar. 

He  lefTening  as  they  rife,  till  feen  no  more. 

While  Contemplation  weigh'd  the  myftic  view,  7R5 
The  lights  all  vaniih'd,  and  the  vifion  flew. 
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THE      BASTARD: 

Infcribed  with  all  due  Reverence  to 

Mrs.        BRETT, 

Once  COUNTESS  of  MACCLESFIELD. 

"  Decet  haec  dare  dona  Novercam.'*      Ov.  Met. 

PREFACE. 

''T^HE  reader  will  eafily  perceive  thefc  verfes  were 
-*•     begun,  when  my  heart  was  gayer  than  it  has 
been  of  late ;  and  finifhed  In  hours  of  the  deepeil 
melancholy. 

I  hope  the  world  will  do  me  the  juftice  to  believe, 
that  no  part  of  this  flows  from  any  real  anger  againlt 
the  Lady,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed.  Whatever  un- 
deferved  feverities  I  may  have  received  at  her  hands, 
would  fhe  deal  fo  candidly  as  acknowledge  truth,  flie 
very  well  knows,  by  an  experience  of  many  years, 
that  1  have  ever  behaved  myfelf  towards  her,  like 
one  who  thought  it  his  duty  to  fupport  with  patience 
all  afllidlions  from  that  quarter.  Indeed,  if  1  had  not 
been  capable  of  forgiving  a  Mother,  I  muft  have 
bluftied  to  receive  pardon  myfelf  at  the  hands  of  my 
Sovereign. 

O  3  Neither, 
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Neither,  to  hy  the  truth,  were  the  manner  of  my 
birth  all,  ihould  I  have  any  reafon  for  complaint — 
When  I  am  a  little  difpofed  to  a  gay  turn  of  thinking, 
I  confider,  as  I  was  aDerelift  from  my  cradle,  I  have 
the  honour  of  a  lawful  claim  to  the  beft  prote6lion  in 
Europe.  For  being  a  fpot  of  earth,  to  which  nobody 
pretends  a  title,  I  devolve  naturally  upon  the  King, 
as  one  of  the  rights  of  his  Royalty. 

While  I  prcfume  to  name  his  Majefty,  I  look  back, 
with  confufion,  upon  the  mercy  I  have  lately  experi- 
enced ;  becaufe  it  is  impoffible  to  remember  it,  but  with 
fomething  I  would  fain  forget,  for  the  fake  of  my 
future  peace,  and  alleviation  of  my  paft  misfortune. 

I  owe  my  life  to  the  Royal  Pity,  if  a  wretch  can, 
with  propriety,  be  faid  to  live,  whofe  days  are  fewei 
than  his  forrovvs;  and  to  whom  death  had  beertbut  a 
redemption  from  mifery. 

But  I  will  fuffer  my  pardon  as  my  puniihment,  till 
that  life,  which  has  fo  graci(i«fly  been  given  me,  fhall 
become  confiderable  enough  not  to  be  ufelefs  in  his 
fervice  to  whom  it  was  forfeited.  Under  influence  of 
thefe  fentimentSjWith  whichHisMajefty's  great  good- 
nefs  has  infpircd  me,  1  confider  my  lofs  of  fortune  and 
dignity  as  my  happinefs ;  to  which,  as  I  am  born 
without  ambition,  I  am  thrown  from  them  without 
repining — Pofiefficg  thofe  advantages,  my  care  had 
been,  perhaps,  how  to  enjoy  life;  by  the  want  of 
them  I  am  taught  this  nobler  leiTon,  to  Iludy  how  to 
deferve  it. 

RICHARD   SAVAGE. 
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TN  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran, 
The  Mufe,  exulting,  thus  her  lay  began. 

Bled  be  the  Ballard's  birth  !  through  wondrous  ways. 
He  fhines  eccentric  like  a  comet's  blaze  1 
No  fickly  fruit  of  faint  compliance  He  !  :; 

He  !   iLampt  in  nature's  mint  of  ccllacy  ! 
He  lives  to  build,  not  boaft,  a  generous  race: 
No  tenth  tranfmitter  of  a  foolifh  face. 
His  daring  hope,  no  fire's  example  bounds ; 
His  firft-born  liglits,  no  prejudice  confounds.         lo 
He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in  a  Ballard's  glowing  name. 

Born  to  himfclf,  by  no  pofleflion  led. 
In  freedom  folicr'd,  and  by  fortune  fed ; 
Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  foAcreign  choice  control,  1 5 
His  body  independent  as  his  foul ; 
Loos'd  to  the  world's  wide  rangp — enjoy 'd  no  aim, 
Prefcrib'd  no  duty,  and  aiTign'd  no  name : 
Nature's  unbounded  fon,  he  llands  alone. 
His  heart  unbiafs'd,  and  his  mind  his  own.  20 

O  Mother,  yet  no  Mother!   'tis  to  you. 
My  thanks  for  fuch  diiHnguilh'd  claims  are  due. 
You,  unenflav'd  to  Nature's  narrow  laws, 
Warm  championefs  for  freedom's  facred  caufe. 
From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  line,  25 

From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 

O  4  DifchargM 
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Difcharg'd  my  grafping  foul ;  pufti'd  me  from  Ihore, 
And  launch'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

What  had  I  loft,  if,  conjugally  kind. 
By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin'd,  30 

Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  flight. 
And  coldly  confcious  of  a  hufband's  right. 
You  had  faint-drawn  me  with  a  form  alone, 
A  lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own ! 
Then,  while  your  backward  will  retrench'd  defire,  35 
And  unconcurring  fpirits  lent  no  fire, 
I  had  been  born  your  dull,  domeftic  heir. 
Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care ; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great. 
The  flave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  the  ftate  ;  40 

Lordly  negledlful  of  a  worth  unknown. 
And  numbering  in  a  feat,  by  chance  my  own. 

Far  nobler  blelfings  wait  the  Ballard's  lot ; 
Conceiv'd  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot  1 
Strong  as  neceffity,  he  Harts  away,  45 

Climbs  againft  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day. 

Thus  unproplietic,  lately  mifmfpir'd, 
I  fung :  Gay  fluttering  hope,  my  fancy  fir'd ; 
Inly  fecure,  through  confcious  fcorn  of  ill,~ 
Nor  taught  by  wifdom,  how  to  balance  will,  50 
Raflily  deceiv'd,  I  faw  no  pits  to  fliun. 
But  thought  to  purpofe  and  to  aft  were  one ; 
Heedlefs  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way. 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  betray  ; 
But  now,  expos'd,  and  Ihrinking  from  diftrefs,      55 
I  fly  to  flielter,  while  the  tempells  prefs ; 
My 
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My  Mufe  to  grief  rcfigns  the  varying  tone, 
The  raptures  languilh,  and  the  numbers  groan. 

O  memory  !  thou  foul  of  joy  and  pain  I 
Thou  a^lor  of  our  pafiions  o'er  again  !  60 

Why  doft  thou  aggravate  the  wretch's  woe  ? 
Why  add  continuous  fmart  to  every  blow  ? 
Few  are  my  joys ;  alas !  how  foon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'ft  me  not : 
W^ile  fliarp  and  numberlefs  my  forrovvs  fall ;        65 
Yet  thou  repeat'ft,  and  multiply'Il  them  all ! 

Is  chance  a  guilt  ?  that  my  difafterous  heart. 
For  mifchief  never  meant,  mull  ever  fmart  ? 
Can  felf-defence  be  fm  ! — Ah,  plead  no  more  ! 
What  though  no  purpos'd  malice  llainM  thee  o'er  ?  70 
Had  heaven  befriended  thy  unhappy  fide. 
Thou  hadft  not  been  provok'd — Or  thou  hadft  died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homefhed  blood  from  all 
On  whom,  unfought,  embroiling  dangers  fall ! 
.Still  the  pale  Dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me,         75 
To  me !  through  Pity's  eye  condemn'd  to  fee. 
Kemembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  fwells  his  fate  ; 
Griev'd  I  forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Young,  and unthoughtful  then;  who  knows,  one  day. 
What  ripening  virtues  might  have  made  their  way !  80 
He  might  have  liv'd  till  folly  died  in  fhame. 
Till  kindling  wifdom  felt  a  thirft  for  fame. 
He  might  perhaps  his  country's  friend  have  prov'd; 
Both  happy,  generous,  candid,  and  belov'd. 
He  might  have  fav'd  fome  worth,  now  doom'd  to  fall ; 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  murder'd  all. 

O  fate 
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O  fate  of  late  repentance  !  always  vain  : 
Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain. 
Where  fhall  my  hope  find  reft  ? — No  Mother's  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer  :  90 

No  father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  maintain'd, 
.^C-all'd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  reftrain'd. 
Is  it  net  thine  to  fnatch  fome  powerful  arm, 
Firft  to  advance,  then  ikreen  from  future  harm  ? 
Am  I  return'd  from  death,  to  live  in  pain  ?  95 

Or  would  Imperial  Pity  fave  in  vain  ? 
Diftruft  it  not — What  blame  can  mercy  find. 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind  ? 

Mother,  miscall'd,  farewell — of  foul  fevere. 
This  fad  refleftion  yet  may  force  one  tear  :  100 

All  I  was  wretched  by  to  you  I  ow'd. 
Alone  from  ftrangers  every  comfort  flow'd  ! 

Loft  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  fon  no  more. 
And  now  adopted,  who  was  doom'd  before. 
New-born,  I  may  a  nobler  Mother  claim,  105 

But  dare  not  whifper  her  immortal  name ; 
Supremely  lovely,  and  ferenely  great ! 
Majeftic  Mother  of  a  kneeling  State  ! 
Queen  of  a  People's  heart,  who  ne'er  before  ! 
Agreed— yet  now  with  one  confent  adore  !  no 

One  conteft  yet  remains  in  this  defire. 
Who  moft  fliall  give  applaufe,  where  all  admire. 


M  I  S  C  E  L- 
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OCCASIONED    BY 
THE     RIGHT     HONOURABLE     THE     LADY 

VISCOUNTESS    TYRCONNELL's 
RECOVERY    AT    BATH. 

^tTTHERE  Thames  with  pride  beholds  AuguHa's 

^  ^  charms. 

And  either  India  pours  into  her  arms  ; 
Where  Liberty  bids  honeft  arts  abound. 
And  pleafurcs  dance  in  one  eternal  round ; 
High-thron'd  appears  the  laughter-loving  dame,     5 
Goddefs  of  mirth  !  Euphrofyne  her  name. 
Her  fmile  more  cheerful  than  a  vernal  morn  ; 
All  life  !  all  bloom  !  of  Youth  and  Fancy  born. 
Touch'd  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  her  fubmit ! 
She  looks  her  Sire,  and  fpeaks  her  Mother's  wit.  10 

O'er  the  gay  world  the  fweet  infpirer  reigns  ; 
Spleen  flies,  and  Elegance  her  pomp  fullains. 
Thee,  goddefs!  thee!  the  fair  and  young  obey; 
Wealth,  V/it,  Love,  Mufic,  all  confefs  thy  fway. 

lo 


ao4  SAVAGE'S    POEMS: 

In  the  bleak  wild  ev'n  Want  by  thee  is  blefs*d,     15 

And  pamper'd  Pride  without  thee  pines  for  reft. 

The  rich  grow  richer,  while  in  thee  they  find 

The  matchlefs  treafure  of  a  fmiling  mind. 

Science  by  thee  flows  foft  in  focial  eafe. 

And  virtue,  lofing  rigour,  learns  to  pleafe.  20 

The  gpddefs  fummons  each  illuftrious  name. 
Bids  the  gay  talk,  and  forms  th'  amufive  game. 
She,  whofe  fair  throne  is  fix'd  in  human  fouls. 
From  joy  to  joy  her  eye  delighted  rolls. 
But  where  ((he  cried)  is  fhe,  my  favorite  1  ihe      25 
Of  all  my  race,  the  deareft  far  to  me  ! 
Whofe  life's  the  life  of  each  refin'd  delight? 
She  faid — But  no  Tyrconnel  glads  her  fight. 
Swift  funk  her  laughing  eyes  in  languid  fear  ; 
Swift  rofe  the  fwelling  figh,  and  trembling  tear.  30 
In  kind  low  murmurs  all  the  lofs  deplore  ! 
Tyrconnel  droops,  and  pleafure  is  no  more. 

The  goddefs,  filent,  paus'd  in  mufeful  air  ; 
But  Mirth,  like  Virtue,  cannot  long  defpair. 
Celeftial-hinted  thoughts  gay  hope  infpir'd,  35 

Smiling  fhe  rofe,  and  all  with  hope  were  fir'd. 
Where  Bath's  afcending  turrets  meet  her  eyes ; 
Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  (he  flies. 
She  flies,  her  eldeft  filler  Health  to  find; 
She  finds  her  on  the  mountain-brow  reclin'd.         40 
Around  her  birds  in  earlieil  concert  ling ; 
Her  cheek  the  femblance  of  the  kindling  fpring  ; 
Frefli-tindur'd  like  a  fummer-evening  iky. 
And  a  mild  fun  fits  fmiling  in  her  e.ye. 

Loofe 
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Loofe  to  the  wind  her  verdant  veftments  flow  ;       45 
Her  limbs  yet-recent  from  the  fprings  below  ; 
There  oft  flie  bathes,  then  peaceful  fits  fecure. 
Where  every  gale  is  fragrant,  frefh,  and  pure  ; 
Where  flowers  and  herbs  their  cordial  odours  blend. 
And  all  their  balmy  virtues  fall  afcend.  50 

Hail,  filler,  hail !   (the  kindred  goddefs  cries) 
No  common  fuppliant  Hands  before  your  eyes. 
You,  with  v/hofe  living  breath  the  morn  is  fraught, 
Flulh  the  fair  cheek,  and  point  the  cheerful  thought ! 
Strength,  vigour,  wit,  depriv'd  of  thee,  decline!  55 
Each  finer  fenfe,  that  forms  delight,  is  thine ! 
Bright  funs  by  thee  difFufe  a  brighter  blaze. 
And  the  frefli  green  a  frefher  green  difplays  ! 
Without  thee  pleafures  die,  or  dully  cloy. 
And  life  with  thee,  howe'er  deprefs'd,  is  joy.        Co 
Such  thy  vail  power! — The  deity  replies. 
Mirth  never  alks  a  boon,  which  Health  denies. 
Our  mingled  gifts  tranfcend  imperial  wealth  ; 
Health  llrengthens  Mirth,  and  Mirth  infpirits Health. 
Thefe  gales,  yon  fprings,  herbs,  flowers,  and  fun,  are 
mine ;  65 

Thine  is  their  fmile !  be  all  their  influence  thine. 

Euphrofyne  rejoins — Thy  friendlhip  prove  1 
See  the  dear,  fickening  objedl  of  my  love  ! 
Shall  that  warm  heart,  fo  cheerful  ev'n  in  pain. 
So  form'd  to  pleafe,  unpleas'd  itfelf  remain  ?        70 
Siller !  in  her  my  fmile  anew  difplay. 
And  all  the  fecial  world  ihall  blefs  thy  fway. 

Swift, 
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Swift,    as   Ihe  fpeaks.    Health   fpreads   the  purple 

wing. 
Soars  in  the  colour'd  clouds,  and  flieds  the  fpring : 
Now  bland  and  fvveet  ihe  floats  along  in  air ;         75 
Air  feels,  and  foftening  own  th'  asthereal  fair  ! 
In  ftill  defcent  Ihe  melts  on  opening  flowers. 
And  deep  impregnates  plants  with  genial  ftiowers. 
The  genial  Ihowers,  new-rifmg  to  the  ray, 
Epchale  in  rofeate  clouds,  and  glad  the  day.  80 

Now  in  a  zephyr's  borrow'd  voice  Ihe  fmgs. 
Sweeps  the  frefh  dews,  and  (hakes  them  from  her  wings, 
Shakes  them  embalm'd ;  or,  in  a  gentle  kifs. 
Breathes  the  fure  earneft  of  awakening  blifs. 
Sapphira  feels  it,  with  a  foft  furprize,  (B5 

Glide  through  her  veins,  and  quicken  in  her  eyes  1 

Inllant  in  her  own  form  the  goddefs  glows. 
Where,  bubbling  warm,  the  mineral  water  flows  ; 
Then,  plunging,  to  the  flood  new  virtue  gives ; 
Steeps  every  charm ;  and,  as  flie bathes,  it  lives  !     90 
As  from  her  locks  flie  ftieds  the  vital  fliower, 
'Tis  done  1  (flie  cries)  thefe  fprings  poflTefs  my  power! 
Let  thefe  immediate  to  thy  darling  roll 
Health,  vigour,  life,  and  gay-returning  foul. 
Thou  (mil'ft  Euphrofyne;  and  confcious  fee,         9^ 
Prompt  to  thy  fmile,  how  Nature  joys  with  thee. 
All  is,  green  life  !   all  beauty  rofy-bright ; 
Full  Harmony,  young  Love,  and  dear  Delight ! 
See  vernal  Hours  lead  circling  Joys  along ! 
All  fun,  all  bloom,  all  fragrance,  and  all  fong!    loo 

Receive 
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Receive  thy  care  !  Now  Mirth  and  Hcaltli  combine. 
Each  heart  Ihall  gladden,  and  each  virtue  iliine. 
Quick  to  Augufta  bear  thy  prize  away  ; 
There  let  her  fmile,  and  bid  a  world  be  gay. 
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QTILL  let  low  wits,  who  fenfe  nor  honour  prize. 

Sneer  at  all  gratitude,  all  truth  difguiie ; 
At  living  worth,  becaufe  alive,  exclaim, 
Jnfult  the  exil'd,  and  the  dead  defame! 
Saich  paint,  what  pity  veils  in  private  woes,  5 

And  what  we  fee  with  grief,  with  mirth  expofe  ; 
Studious  to  urge — (whom  will  mean  authors  fpare?) 
The  child's,  the  parent's,  and  the  confort's  tear : 
Unconfcious  of  what  pangs  the  heart  may  rend. 
To  lofe  what  they  have  ne'er  deferv'd — a  friend.     10 
Such,  ignorant  of  fads,  invent,  relate, 
£xpos'd  perfift,  and  anfwer'd  ftili  debate  : 

Such, 
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Such,  but  by  foils,  the  cleareft  luftre  fee. 
And  deem  afperling  others,  praifing  thee. 
Far  from  thefe  tracks  my  honeft  lays  afpire,  ir 

And  greet  a  generous  heart  with  generous  fire. 
Truth  be  my  guide !  Truth,  which  thy  virtue  claims ! 
This,  nor  the  poet,  nor  the  patron  Ihames ! 
When  party-minds  Ihall  lofe  contrafted  views. 
And  hiftory  queftion  the  recording  Mufe  ;  20 

'Tis  this  alone  to  after-times  muft  fhine. 
And  ftamp  the  poet  and  his  theme  divine. 

Long  has  my  Mufe,  from  many  a  mournful  caufe. 
Sung  with  fmall  power,  nor  fought  fublime  applaufe ; 
From  that  great  point  Ihe  now  ihall  urge  her  fcope ;  25 
On  that  fair  promife  reft  her  future  hope ; 
Where  policy,  from  ftate-illufion  clear. 
Can  through  an  open  afpedt  ftiine  fmcere  ; 
Where  Science,  Law,  and  Liberty  depend. 
And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  friend ;       30 
(That  breaft  to  feel,  that  eye  on  worth  to  gaze. 
That  fmile  to  cheriih,  and  that  hand  to  raife  !) 
Whofe  bell  of  hearts  her  beft  of  thoughts  inflame, 
Whofe  joy  is  bounty,  and  whofe  gift  is  fame. 

Where,  for  relief,  flies  Innocence  diftrefs'd?     35 
To  you,  who  chace  oppreflion  from  th'  opprefs'd  : 
Who,  when  complaint  to  you  alone  belongs. 
Forgive  your  own,  though  not  a  people's  wrongs : 
Who  ftill  make  public  property  your  care. 
And  thence  bid  private  grief  no  more  defpair.       40 

Afk  they  what  ftate  your  flickering  care  Ihall  own  ? 
'Tis  youth,  'tis  age,  the  cottage,  and  the  throne: 

Nor 
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Nor  can  the  prilbn  'fcape  your  fearching  eye. 

Your  ear  Hill  op-jning  to  the  captive's  cry. 

Nor  lefs  was  promis'd  from  thy  early  {kill,  45 

Ere  power  enforc'd  benevolence  of  will! 

To  friends  refin'd,  thy  private  life  adherM, 

By  thee  improving,  ere  by  thee  prefer'd. 

Well  hadil  thou  weigh'd  what  truth  fuch friends  afford. 

With  thee  refigning,  and  with  thee  reflor'd.  50 

Thou  taught'il  them  all  cxtenfive  love  to  bear. 

And  now  mankind  witii  thee  their  friendfliips  iharc. 

As  the  rich  cloud  by  due  degrees  expands. 
And  fhowers  down  plenty  thick  on  fundry  lands. 
Thy  fpreading  worth  in  various  bounty  fell,  55 

Made  genius  flourilh,  and  made  art  excel. 

Hew  many,  yet  deceiv'd,  all  power  oppofe? 
Their  fears  increafmg,  as  decreafc  their  woes ; 
Jealous  of  bondage,  while  they  freedom  gain. 
And  moll  oblig'd,  moll  eager  to  complain.  60 

But  well  we  count  our  blifs,  if  well  we  view. 
When  power  oppreffion,  not  protedlion  grew; 
View  prefent  ills  that  punilh  dillant  climes; 
Or  bleed  in  memory  here  from  ancient  times. 

Mark  firft  the  robe  abus'd  Religion  wore,  65 

Story'd  with  griefs,  and  llain'd  with  human  gore ! 
What  various  tortures,  engines,  fires,  reveal, 
Study'd,  cm.power'd,  and  findify'd  by  zeal  ? 

Stop  here,  my  Mufe! — Peculiar  woes  defcry! 
Bid  them  in  fad  fucceffion  Hrike  thy  eye !  70 

Lo,  to  her  eye  the  fad  fucceflion  fprings ! 
She  looks,  Ihe  weeps,  and,  as  fhe  weeps,  fhe  fings. 

Vol.  XLT.  P  "  See 
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See  the  doom'd  Hebrew  of  his  ftores  bereft  I 

See  holy  murder  juftify  the  theft  l 

His  ravag'd  gold  fome  ufelefs  fhrine  fhall  raife,      75 

His  gems  on  fuperftitious  idols  blaze  I 

His  wife,  his  babe,  deny'd  their  little  home, 

Stripp'd,  ftarv'd,  unfriended,  and  unpity'd  roam. 

Lo,  the  Prieft's  hand  the  Wafer-God  fuppliesl— » 
A  King  by  confecrated  poifon  dies !  80 

See  Learning  range  yon  broad  ^ethereal  plain. 
From  world  to  world,  and  god-like  Science  gain  ! 
Ah  !  what  avails  the  curious  fearch  fuftaiu'd. 
The  finifh'd  toil,  the  god-like  Science  gain'd  ? 
Sentenc'd  to  flames  th'  expanfive  wifdom  fell,       85 
And  truth  from  heaven  was  forcery  from  hell. 

See  Reafon  bid  each  myftic  wile  retire. 
Strike  out  new  light !  and  mark ! — the  wife  admire  ! 
Zeal  fhall  fuch  herefy,  like  Learning,  hate  ; 
The  fame  their  glory,  and  the  fame  their  fate.      90 

Lo,  from  fought  mercy,  one  his  life  receives ! 
Life,  worfe  than  death,  that  cruel  mercy  gives  : 
The  man,  perchance,  who  wealth  and  honours  bore. 
Slaves  in  the  mine,  or  ceafelefs  ftrains  the  oar. 
So  doom'd  are  thefe,  and  fuch  perhaps,  our  doom,  95 
Own'd  we  a  Prince,  avert  it  heaven  1  from  Rome. 

Nor  private  worth  alone  falfe  Zeal  afiails ; 
Whole  nations  bleed  when  bigotry  prevails. 
What  are  fworn  friendlhips  ?  What  are  kindred  ties  ? 
What 's  faith  with  herefy  ?  (the  zealot  cries.)       100 
See,  when  war  iinks,  the  thundering  cannon's  roar  ; 
When  wounds,  and  death,  and  difcord  are  no  more ; 

When 
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When  mufic  bids  undreading  joys  advance, 
Swell  the  foft  hour,  and  turn  the  fwimming  dance  : 
When,  to  crown  thefe,  the  focial  fparkling  bowl  105 
Lifts  the  cheer'd  fenfe,  and  pours  out  all  the  foul ; 
Sudden  he  fends  red  maffacre  abroad ; 
Faithlefs  to  man,  to  prove  his  faith  to  God. 
What  pure  perfuafive  eloquence  denies. 
All-drunk  with  blood,  the  arguing  fword  fupplies ;   no 
The  fword,  which  to  th*  affaffin's  hand  is  given ! 
Th'  aflaflin's  hand  ! — pronouncM  the  hand  of  heaven ! 
Sex  bleeds  with  fex,  and  infancy  with  age ; 
No  rank,  no  place,  no  virtue.  Hops  his  rage ; 
Shall  fword,  and  flame,  and  devaftation  ceafe,     1 1 5 
To  pleafe  with  zeal,  wild  zeal !  the  God  of  Peace  ? 

Nor  lefs  abufe  has  fcourg'd  the  civil  ftate. 
When  a  King's  will  became  a  nation's  fate. 
Enormous  power  !  Nor  noble,  nor  ferene ; 
Now  fierce  and  cruel ;  now  but  wild  and  mean.   12a 
See  titles  fold,  to  raife  th'  unjuft  fupply ! 
Compelled  the  purchafe  !  or  be  fin'd,  or  buy! 
No  public  fpirit,  guarded  well  by  laws, 
Uncenfur'd  cenfures  in  his  country's  caufe. 
See  from  the  merchant  forc'd  th'  unwilling  loan  !  125 
Who  dares  deny,  or  deem  his  wealth  his  own  ? 
Denying,  fee!  where  dungeon-damps  arife, 
Difeas'd  he  pines,  and  unafTifted  dies. 
Far  more  than  maffacre  that  fate  accurfl ! 
As  of  all  deaths  the  lingering  is  the  worft.  1 30 

New  courts  of  cenfure  griev'd  with  new  offence, 
Tax'd  without  power,  and  fin'd  without  pretence, 

P  2  Ex- 
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Explain'd,  at  will,  each  ftatute's  wrefted  aim. 
Till  marks  of  merit  were  the  marks  of  Ihame  ; 
So  monllr6us! — Life  was  the  fevereft  grief,  135 

And  the  worll  death  feem'd  welcome  for  relief. 

In  vain  the  fubjed  fought  redrefs  from  law. 
No  fenate  liv'd  the  partial  judge  to  awe : 
Senates  were  void,  and  fenators  confin'd 
For  the  great  caufe  of  Nature  and  Mankind;       140 
Who  kings  fuperior  to  the  people  own  ; 
Yet  prove  the  law  fuperior  to  the  throne. 

Who  can  review  without  a  generous  tear, 
A  Church,  a  State,  fo  impious,  fo  fevere ; 
A  land  uncultur'd  through  polemic  jars,  145 

Rich! — but  with  carnage  from  inteftine  wars; 
The  hand  of  Induftry  employ'd  no  more. 
And  Commerce  flying  to  fome  fafer  fhore  ; 
All  property  reduc'd,  to  Power  a  prey. 
And  Senfe  and  Learning  chac'd  by  Zeal  away?  150 
Who  honours  not  each  dear  departed  ghoft. 
That  llrove  for  Liberty  fo  won,  fo  loll : 
So  well  regained  when  god-like  William  rofe. 
And  firft  entail'd  the  bleifrng  George  bellows  ? 
May  Walpole  Hill  the  growing  triumph  raife,       155 
And  bid  thefe  emulate  Eliza's  days  ; 
Still  ferv£  a  Prince,  who,  o'er  his  people  great. 
As  far  tranfcends  in  virtue,  as  in  Hate  I 

The  Mufe  purfues  thee  to  thy  rural  feat ; 
Ev'n  there  fhall  Liberty  infpire  retreat.  1 60 

When  folemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  are  drown'd, 
-And  fportive  chat  and  focial  laughs  go  round : 

Ev*n 
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Ev'n  then,  when  paufmg  mirth  begins  to  fail. 

The  converfe  varies  to  the  ferious  tale. 

The  tale  pathetic  fpeaks  feme  wretch  that  owes  165 

To  fome  deficient  law  relieflefs  woes. 

What  inftant  pity  warms  thy  generous  breaft  ! 

How  all  the  legiflator  Hands  confefsM! 

Now  fprings  the  hint  I  'tis  now  improv'd  to  thought ! 

JNow  ripe  !  and  now  to  public  welfare  brought  1     170 

New  bills,  which  regulating  means  beftow, 

Juftice  preferve,  yet  foftening  mercy  know: 

Juftice  fliall  low  vexatious  wiles  decline. 

And  ftill  thrive  moft,  when  lawyers  mofl  repine, 

Juftice  from  jargon  ftiall  refin'd  appear,  175; 

To  knowledge  through  our  native  language  clear. 

Hence  we  may  learn,  no  more  deceiv'd  by  law. 

Whence  wealth  and  life  their  bell  affurance  draw. 

The  freed  Infolvent,  with  indullrious  hand. 
Strives  yet  to  fatisfy  the  juil  demand  :  1 80 

Thus  ruthlefs  men,  who  would  his  powers  reftrain. 
Oft  what  fe verity  would  lofe  obtain. 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  gifts,  thy  thought  acquires. 
Which  Liberty  benevolent  infpires. 
From  Liberty  the  fruits  of  law  increafe,  18^ 

Plenty,  and  joy,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace. 
Abroad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempefts  rave. 
Adventurous  fails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave  ; 
At  home  untir'd  we  find  th'  aufpicious  hand 
With  flocks,  and  herds,  and  har  vefts,  blefs  the  land :  1 90 
While  there,  the  peafant  glads  the  grateful  foil. 
Here  mark  the  fhipwright,  there  the  mafon  toil, 

P  3  Hew, 
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Hew,  fquare,  and  rear,  magnificent,  the  ftone. 

And  give  our  oaks  a  glory  not  their  own ! 

What  life  demands  by  this  obeys  her  call,  19^ 

And  added  elegance  confummates  all. 

Thus  {lately  cities,  ftatelier  navies  rife. 

And  fpread  our  grandeur  under  diftant  fkies. 

From  Liberty  each  nobler  fcience  fprung, 

A  Bacon  brighten'd,  and  a  Spenfer  fung  :  200 

A  Clarke  and  Locke  new  tracks  of  tlruth  explore. 

And  Newton  reaches  heights  unreach'd  before. 

What  Trade  fees  Property  that  wealth  maintain, 
V/hich  InduHry  no  longer  dreads  to  gain  ; 
What  tender  confcience  kneels  with  fears  refign'd,  205 
Enjoys  her  worlhip,  and  avows  her  mind  ; 
What  genius  now  from  want  to  fortune  climbs. 
And  to  fafe  Science  every  thought  fublimes ; 
What  Royal  Power,  from  his  fuperior  Hate, 
Sees  public  happinefs  his  own  create ;  210 

But  kens  thofe  patriot-fouls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  fource,  whence  now  each  bleiTmg  flows  ? 

And  if  fuch  fpirits  from  their  heaven  defcend. 
And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glorious  end ; 
Tlame  from  one  breaft,  and  thence  to  Britain  fliine,  2 1 5 
What  love,  what  praife,  O  Walpole,  then  is  thine  ? 
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NO.     I. 

TWICE  twenty  tedious  moons  have  roll'd  away, 
Since  hope,  kind  flatterer !  tuu'd  my  penfivelay, 
Whifpering,  that  you,  who  rais'd  me  from  defpair. 
Meant,  by  your  fmiles,  to  make  life  worth  my  care ; 
With  pitying  hand  an  orphan's  tears  to  fkreen  5 

And  o*er  the  motherlefs  extend  the  queen. 
'Twill  be — the  prophet  guides  the  poet's  ftrain! 
Grief  never  touch'd  a  heart  like  your's  in  vain  : 
Heaven  gave  you  power,  becaufe  you  lo\  e  to  blefs ; 
And  pity,  when  you  feel  it,  is  redrefs.  10 

Two  fathers  join'd  to  rob  my  claim  of  one ! 
My  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  fon ! 
The  fenate  next,  whofe  aid  the  helplefs  own. 
Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  mine  alone  I 
Yet  parents  pitylefs,  nor  peers  unkind,  i^ 

Nor  titles  loft,  nor  woes  myllerious  join'd. 
Strip  me  of  hope — by  heav'n  thus  lowly  laid. 
To  iind  a  Pharaoh's  daughter  in  the  lliade. 

P  4  Yott 
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You  cannot  hear  unmov'd,  when  wrongs  implore. 
Your  heart  is  woman,  tho'  your  mind  be  more  ;     io 
Kind,  like  the  power  who  gave  you  to  our  prayers. 
You  would  not  lengthen  life  to  Iharpen  cares  ; 
They,  who  a  barren  leave  to  live  bellow. 
Snatch  but  from  death  to  facrifice  to  woe. 
Hated  by  her  from  whom  my  life  I  drew,  25 

Whence  Ihould  I  hope,  if  not  from  heaven  and  you  ? 
Nor  dare  I  groan  beneath  affliftion's  rod. 
My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father — God. 

The  pitying  Mufes  faw  me  v/it  purfue  ; 
A  ballard-fon,  alas !  on  that  fide  too,  30 

Did  not  your  eyes  exalt  the  poet's  fire. 
And  what  the  Mufe  denies,  the  queen  infpire  ? 
While  rifmg  thus  your  heavenly  foul  to  view, 
I  learn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  you. 

Great  princefs !  'tis  decreed — cmce  every  year  3^ 
I  march  uncall'd  your  Laureat  Volunteer  ; 
Thus  ihall  your  poet  his  low  genius  raife. 
And  charm  the  world  with  truths  too  vaft  for  praife. 
Nor  need  I  dwell  on  glories  all  your  own. 
Since  furer  means  to  tempt  your  fmiles  are  known ;  40 
Your  Poet  Ihall  allot  your  lord  his  part. 
And  paint  him  in  his  noblell  throne— your  heart. 

Is  there  a  greatnefs  that  adorns  Him  beft, 
A  rifing  wilh,  that  ripens  in  his  breaft  ? 
Has  He  foremeant  fome  diftant  age  to  blefs,  45 

Difarm  oppreflion,  or  expel  dillrefs  ? 
Plans  He  fome  fcheme  to  reconcile  mankind. 
People  the  feas,  and  bufy  every  wind  ? 

Would 
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Would  he  by  pity  the  deceiv'd  reclaim. 

And  fmile  contending  fadlions  into  fhame?  50 

Would  his  example  lend  his  laws  a  weight. 

And  breathe  his  own  foft  morals  o'er  his  ftate  ? 

The  Mufe  Ihall  find  it  all,  fhall  make  it  feen. 

And  teach  the  world  his  praife,  to  charm  his  queen. 

Such  be  the  annual  truths  my  verfe  imparts       55 
Nor  frown,  fair  favourite  of  a  people's  hearts  I 
Happy  if,  plac'd,  perchance,  beneath  your  eye. 
My  Mufe,  unpenfion'd,  might  her  pinions  tryj 
Fearlefs  to  fail,  whilll:  you  indulge  her  flame. 
And  bid  me  proudly  boafl  your  Laureat's  name ;     60 
Renobled  thus  by  wreaths  my  queen  bellows, 
I  lofe  all  memory  of  wrongs  and  woes. 
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NO.    II. 

*'  /^RE  AT  princefs,  'tis  decreed!  once  every  year, 
"  ^^   I  march  uncall'd,  your  Laureat  Volunteer." 
So  fung  the  Mufe ;  nor  fung  the  Mufe  in  vain: 
My  queen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the  ftrain. 

Ere 
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Ere  firil  your  influence  fhone  with  heavenly  aid,     5 

Each  thought  was  terror;  for  each  view  was  fhade. 

Fortune  to  life  each  flowery  path  deny'd ; 

No  fcience  learn'd  to  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide. 

Inllead  of  hallow'd  hill,  or  vocal  vale. 

Or  llream,  fweet-echoing  to  the  tuneful  tale;        10 

Damp  dens  confin'd,  or  barren  deferts  fpread. 

With  fpedlres  haunted,  and  the  Mufes  fled ; 

Ruins  in  penfive  emblem  feem  to  rife. 

And  all  was  dark,  or  wild,  to  Fancy's  eyes. 

But  hark  1  a  gladdening  voice  all  nature  chears !  1 5 
Difperfe,  ye  glooms !  a  day  of  joy  appears ! 
Hail,  happy  day! — 'Twas  on  thy  glorious  morn. 
The  firft,  the  faireft  of  her  fex  was  born ! 
How  fwift  the  change!   Cold,  wintery  for  rows  fly ; 
Where-e'er  flie  looks,  delight  furrounds  the  eye  !    20 
Mild  fliines  the  fun,  the  woodlands  warble  round. 
The  vales  fweet  echo,  fweet  the  rocks  refound ! 
In  cordial  air,  foft  fragrance  floats  along ; 
Each  fcene  is  verdure,  and  each  voice  is  fong ! 

Shoot  from  yon  orb  divine,  ye  quickening  rays!  25 
Boundlefs,  like  her  benevolence,  ye  blaze ! 
Soft  emblems  of  her  bounty,  fall  ye  fliowers ! 
And  fweet  afcend,  and  fair  unfold  ye  flowers ! 
Ye  rofes,  lilies,  you  we  earliefl:  claim. 
In  whitenefs,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  fame  1    30 
'Tis  yours  to  fade,  to  fame  like  hers  is  due 
Undying  fweets,  and  bloom  for  ever  new. 
Ye  bloflbms,  that  one  varied  landfcape  rife. 
And  fend  your  fcentful  tribute  to  the  fldes ; 

Diffufivc 
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DifFufive  like  yon  royal  branches  fmile,  35 

Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  grateful  ifle '. 
Attend,  ye  Mufes !  mark  the  feathered  quires ! 
Thofe  the  Tpring  wakes,  as  you  the  queen  infpires. 
O,  let  her  praife  for  ever  fwell  your  fong ! 
Sweet  let  your  facred  ftreams  the  notes  prolong,   40 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  through  all  my  lays  refine ; 
And  there  let  heaven  and  her  refledled  fhine ! 

As,  when  chill  blights  from  vernal  funs  retire, 
Chearful  the  vegetative  world  afpire. 
Put  forth  unfolding  blooms,  and  waving  try  45 

Th'  enlivening  influence  of  a  milder  iky; 
So  gives  her  birth  (like  yon  approaching  fprlng) 
The  land  to  flourilh,  and  the  Mufe  to  fmg. 

'Twas  thus,  Zenobia,  on  Palmyra's  throne. 
In  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virtue  Ihone  ;  50 

Beneath  her  rofe,  Longinus,  in  thy  name. 
The  poet's,  critick's,  and  the  patriot's  fame! 
Js  there  (fo  high  be  you,  great  princefs,  prais*d!) 
A  woe  unpitied,  or  a  worth  unrais'd? 
Art  learns  to  foar  by  your  fweet  influence  taught ;  55 
In  life  well  cherifhM  ;  nor  in  death  forgot  : 
In  death,  as  life,  the  learn'd  your  goodnefs  tell! 
Witnefs  the  facred  bulls  of  Richmond's  cell  I 
Sages,  who  in  unfading  light  will  Ihine  ; 
Who  grafp'd  at  fcience,  like  your  own,  divine !    60 

I'he  Mufe,  who  hails  with  fong  this  glorious  morn, 
Now  looks  through  days,  through  months,  through 
years  unborn; 

AH 
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All  white  they  rife,  and  in  their  courfe  expreft 
A  king  by  kings  rever'd,  by  fubjefts  bleft! 
A  queen,  where-e'er  true  greatnefs  fpreads  in  fame ;  6^ 
Where  learning  towers  beyond  her  (qx^s  aim ; 
Where  pure  religion  no  extreme  can  touch. 
Of  faith  too  little,  or  of  zeal  too  much  ; 
Where  thefe  behold,  as  on  this  blefs'd  of  morns. 
What  bve  protedls  them,  and  what  worth  adorns  5  70 
Where-e'er  difFufive  goodnefs  fmiles,  a  queen 
Still  prais'd  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder  feenl 

See  nations  round,  of  every  wifh  pofTeft! 
Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  in  every  breaft ! 
Shall  I,  on  what  I  lightly  touched,  explain?         75 
Shall  I  (vain  thought!)  attempt  the  finifh'd  flrain? 
No! — let  the  Poet  flop  unequal  lays. 
And  to  the  jull  hiftorian  yield  your  praife. 
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T  N  youth  no  parent  nurs*d  my  infant  fongs, 

•^    'Twas  mine  to  be  infpir'd  alone  by  wrongs ; 

Wrongs,  that  with  life  their  fierce  attack  began. 

Drank  infant  tears,  and  Hill  purfue  the  man. 

Life 
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Life  fcarce  is  life — Dejedlion  all  is  mine ;  5 

The  power,  that  loves  in  lonely  Ihades  to  pine  ; 
Of  fading  cheek,  of  undated  views  ; 
Whofc  weaken'd  eyes  the  rays  of  hope  refufe. 
'Tis  mine  the  mean,  inhuman  pride  to  find; 
Who  fhuns  th' opprefs'd,  to  fortune  only  kind;      lO 
Whofe  pity  's  infult,  and  whofe  cold  refped 
Is  keen  as  fcorn,  ungenerous  as  negledl. 
Void  of  benevolent,  obliging  grace, 
Ev'n  dubious  friendfhip  half  averts  his  face. 
Thus  funk  in  ficknefs,  thus  with  *woes  oppreil:,       1 5 
How  fliall  the  fire  awake  within  my  breafl? 
How  fhall  the  Mufe  her  flagging  pinions  raife  ? 
How  tune  her  voice  to  Carolina's  praife  ? 
From  jarring  thought  no  tuneful  raptures  flow; 
Thefe  with  fair  days  and  gentle  feafons  glow:        20 
Such  give  alone  fweet  Philomel  to  fmg. 
And  Philomel 's  the  poet  of  the  fpring. 

But  foft,  my  foul !  fee  yon  celeftial  light! 
Before  whofe  lambent  lullre  breaks  the  night. 
It  glads  me  like  the  morning  clad  in  dews,  25 

And  beams  reviving  from  the  vernal  Mufe: 
Infpiring  joyous  peace,  'tis  flie!    'tis  fhe  ! 
A  llranger  long  to  mifery  and  me. 

Her  verdant  mantle  gracefully  declines. 
And,  flower-embroider'd,  as  it  varies,  fhines.       30 
To  form  her  garland.  Zephyr,  from  his  wing. 
Throws  tlie  firll  flowers  and  foliage  of  the  fpring. 
Her  looks  how  lovely  I  health  and  joy  have  lent 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  to  her  brow  content. 

Behold 
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Behold,  fweet-beaming  her  stherial  eyes  I  35 

Soft  as  the  Pleiades  o'er  the  dewy  ikies. 
She  blunts  the  point  of  care,  alleviates  woes. 
And  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  and  repofe  ; 
Bids  the  heart  yield  to  Virtue's  filent  call. 
And  fhews  Ambition's  fons  mere  children  all ;       40 
Who  hunt  for  toys  which  pleafe  with  tinfel  Ihine ; 
For  which  they  fquabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 
Oh!  hear  her  voice,  more  mellow  than  the  gale. 
That  breath'd  thro'  Ihepherd's  pipe  enchants  the  vale ! 
Hark !  fhe  invites  from  city  fmoke  and  noife,        45 
Vapours  impure,  and  from  impurer  joys  ; 
From  various  evils,  that,  with  rage  combin'd. 
Untune  the  body,  and  pollute  the  mind : 
From  crouds,  to  whom  no  focial  faith  belongs. 
Who  tread  one  circle  of  deceit  and  wrongs;  50 

With  whom  politenefs  is  but  civil  guile. 
And  laws  opprefs,  exerted  by  the  vile. 
To  this  oppos'd,  the  Mufe  prefents  the  fcene ; 
Where  fylvan  pleafures  ever  fmiles  ferene ; 
Pleafures  that  emulate  the  bleft  above,  55 

Health,  innocence,  and  peace,  the  Mufe,  and  Love ; 
Pleafures  that  ravifh,  while  alternate  wrought 
By  friendly  converfe,  and  abftrafted  thought. 
Thefe  footh  my  throbbing  breaft.    No  lofs  I  mourn ; 
Though  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  torn.  60 
Weep  I  a  cruel  mother?    No—I  've  feen. 
From  heaven,  a  pitying,  a  maternal  queen. 
One  gave  me  life ;  but  would  no  comfort  grant ; 
She  more  than  life  refum'd  by  giving  want. 

Would 
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Would  fhe  the  being  which  {he  gave  deftroy  ?        65 
My  queen  gives  life,  and  bids  me  hope  for  joy. 
Honours  and  wealth  I  chearfully  refign  ; 
Jf  competence,  if  learned  eafe  be  mine  ! 
If  I  by  mental,  heartfelt  joys  be  fir'd. 
And  in  the  vale  by  all  the  Mufe  infpir'd !  70 

Here  ceafe  my  plaint — See  yon  enlivening  fcenesl 
Child  of  the  fpring  !  Behold  the  beft  of  queens  1 
Softneis  and  beauty  rofe  this  heavenly  morn, 
Dawn'd  wifdom,  and  benevolence  was  born. 
Joy,  o'er  a  people,  in  her  influence  rofe  ;  75 

Like  that  which  fpring  o'er  rural  nature  throws. 
\^'ar  to  the  peaceful  pipe  refigns  his  roar. 
And  breaks  his  billows  on  fome  diftant  (hore. 
Domeftic  difcord  fmks  beneath  her  fmile, 
And  arts,  and  trade,  and  plenty,  glad  the  ifle.     80 
liO  1  indudry  furveys,  with  feafted  eyes. 
His  due  reward,  a  plenteous  harvefl  rife  ! 
Nor  (taught  by  commerce)  joys  in  that  alone ; 
But  fees  the  harveft  of  a  world  his  own. 
Hence  thy  juftpraife,  thou  mild,  majelHc  Thames !    85 
Rich  river  !  richer  than  Padtolus'  ftreams  1 
Than  thofe  renown'd  of  yore,  by  poets  roll'd 
O'er  intermingled  pearls,  and  fands  of  gold. 
How  glorious  thou,  when  from  old  ocean's  urn. 
Loaded  with  India's  wealth,  thy  waves  return  1     90 
Alive  thy  banks  1  along  each  bordering  line. 
High  cultur'd  blooms,  inviting  villas  ihine  : 
And  while  around  ten  thoufand  beauties  glow, 
Thefe  ftiU  o'er  thofe  redoubling  lullre  throw. 

♦*  Come 
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"  Come  then  (fowhifper'd  the  indulgent  Mufe)  9- 
''  Come  then,  in  Richmond  groves  thy  forrovvs  lofe  1 
"  Comethen,  and  hymn  this  day !  The  pleafmg  fcene 
**  Shews,  in  each  view,  the  genius  of  thy  queen. 
*'  Hear  Nature  whifpering  in  the  breeze  her  fong ! 
Hear  her  Aveet  warbling  through  the  feather'd 
^'  throng  I  100 

Come !  with  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  unite, 
**  And  with  the  vegetative  fmile  delight ! 
**  Sure  fuch  a  fcene  and  fong  will  foon  reftore 
•*  Loft  quiet,  and  give  blifs  unknown  before  ; 
**  Receive  it  grateful,  and  adore,  when  given,    105 
*'  The  goodnefs  of  thy  parent,  queen,  and  heaven  1 

"  With  me  each  private  virtue  lifts  the  voice  ; 
*'  While  public  fpirit  bids  a  land  rejoice: 
**  O'er  all  thy  queen's  benevolence  defcends, 
*'  And  wide  o'er  all  her  vital  light  extends.         no 
**  As  winter  foftens  into  fpring,  to  you 
**  Blooms  fortune's  feafon,  through  her  fmile,  anew. 
**  Still  for  paft  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
*'  The  fvveet  effulions  of  a  grateful  heart ! 
*'  Caft  though  the  telefcope  of  hope  your  eye !     115 
*'  There  goodnefs  infinite,  fupreme,  defcry  I 
**  From  him  that  ray  of  virtue  ftream'd  on  earth, 
*'  Which  kindled  Caroline's  bright  foul  to  birth. 
'*  Behold  !  he  fpreads  one  univerfal  fpring  ! 
**  Mortals,  transform 'd  to  angels,  then  fliall  fmg;  120 
**  Opprcffion  then  fliall  fly  with  want  and  ftiame, 
*^  And  blciTing  and  exigence  be  the  fame !" 

-THE 
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T    O !  the  mild  fun  falutes  the  opening  fpring, 
^^   And  gladdening  nature  calls  the  Mufe  to  fing ; 
Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  fwects  exhale. 
And  health,  and  fong,  and  fragrance  fill  the  gale. 
Yet,  mildeft  funs,  to  me  are  pain  fevere,  5 

And  mufic's  felf  is  difcord  to  my  ear! 
I,  jocund  fpring,  unfympathizing,  fee. 
And  health,  that  comes  to  all,  comes  not  to  me. 
Dear  health  once  fled,  what  fpirits  can  I  find! 
What  folace  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mind?  10 
From  abfent  books  what  ftudious  hint  devife  ? 
From  abfent  friends,  what  aid  to  thought  can  rife  ? 

A  genius  whifper*d  in  my  ear — Go  feek 
Some  man  of  ftate ! — The  Mufe  your  wrongs  may 

fpeak. 
But  will  fuch  liften  to  the  plaintive  llrain?  15 

The  happy  feldom  heed  th'  unhappy's  pain. 
To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefore  was  I  born? 
Why  left  to  poverty,  repulfe,  and  fcorn? 
Why  was  I  form'd  of  elegant  delires? 
Thought,  which  beyond  a  vulgar  flight  afpires!    20 

Vol,  XLI.  Q^  Why, 
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Why,  by  the  proud,  and  wicked,  crufh'd  to  earth? 
Better  the  day  of  death,  than  day  of  birth! 

Thus  I  exclaim'd:  a  little  cherub  fmil'd; 
*•'  Hope,  I  am  call'd  (faidhe),  a  heaven-born  child! 
Wrongs  fure  you  have ;  complain  you  juii.ly  may :      25 
But  let  wild  forrow  whirl  not  thought  away ! 
No — truft  to  honour!  that  you  ne'er  will  ftain 
From  peerage-blood,  which  fires  your  filial  vein. 
Trull  more  to  Providence !  from  me  ne'er  fwerve  ! 
Once  to  difiruil,  is  never  to  deferve.  30 

Did  not  this  day  a  Caroline  difclofe  ? 
I  promis'd  at  her  birth,  and  bleffing  rofe !   • 
(Bleffing,  o'er  all  the  letter 'd  world  to  fhine. 
In  knowledge  clear,  beneficence  divine!) 
'Tis  hers,  as  mine,  to  chace  away  defpair;  35 

Woe  undeferv'd  is  her  peculiar  care. 
Her  bright  benevolence  fends  me  to  grief: 
On  want  iheds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief.** 

Then  calm-ey'd  Patience,  born  of  angel-kind, 
Open'd  a  dawn  of  comfort  on  my  mind.  40 

With  her  came  Fortitude  of  god-like  air ! 
Thefe  arm  to  conquer  ills ;  at  leail  to  bear : 
Arm'd  thus,  my  queen,  while  wayward  fates  ordain. 
My  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain ; 
Your  bard,  his  forrows  with  a  fmile  endures ;       45 
Since  to  be  wretched  is,  to  be  made  yours. 
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XT  E  fpirits  bright,  that  aether  rove, 

That  breathe  the  vernal  foul  of  love ; 

Bid  health  defcend  in  balmy  dews, 

And  life  in  every  gale  dlfFufe ; 
That  give  the  flowers  to  fhine,  the  birds  to  fing;    5 
Oh,  glad  this  natal  day,  the  prime  of  fpring ! 

The  virgin  fnow-drop  firll  appears ; 

Her  golden  head  the  crocus  rears. 

The  flowery  tribe,  profufe  and  gay. 

Spread  to  the  foft,  inviting  ray.  lO 

So  arts  fliall  bloom  by  Carolina's  fmile. 
So  fliall  her  fame  waft  fragrance  o'er  the  ifle. 

The  warblers  various,  fweet  and  clear. 

From  bloomy  fprays  falute  the  year. 

O  Mufe,  awake  !  afcend  and  fmg  1  i  ^ 

Hail  the  fair  rival  of  the  fpring ! 
To  woodland  honours  woodland  hymns  belong; 
To  her,  the  pride  of  arts!  the  Mufe's  fong. 

Kind,  as  of  late  her  clement  fway. 

The  feafon  flieds  a  tepid  ray.  20 

CLz  The 
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The  ftorms  of  Boreas  rave  no  more  ; 

The  ftorms  of  fa6lion  ceafe  to  roar. 
At  vernal  funs  as  wintery  tempefts  ceafe. 
She,  lovely  power !  fmiles  fadlion  into  peace. 
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NO.    VI. 

jTX  FT  haG  the  Mufe,  on  this  diftinguifhM  day, 
^'^  Tun'd  to  glad  harmony  the  vernal  lay; 
But,  O  lamented  change !  the  lay  muft  flow 
From  grateful  rapture  now  to  grateful  woe. 
She,  to  this  day  who  joyous  luftre  gave,  5 

Defcends  for  ever  to  the  filent  grave. 
She,  born  at  once  to  charm  us  and  to  mend. 
Of  Jiuman  race  the  pattern  and  the  friend. 

To 
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To  be  or  fondly  or  feverely  kind, 
To  check  the  rafh  or  prompt  the  better  mind,        10 
Parents  Ihall  learn  from  her,  and  thus  ihall  draw 
From  filial  love  alone  a  filial  awe. 
Who  feek  in  avarice  wifdom's  art  to  fave ; 
Who  often  fquander,  yet  who  never  gave ; 
From  her  thefe  knew  the  righteous  mean  to  find,     1 5 
And  the  mild  virtue  Hole  on  half  mankind. 
The  lavifh  now  caught  frugal  wifdom's  lore ; 
Yet  ftill,  the  more  they  fav'd,  beftow'd  the  more. 
Now  mifers  learn'd  at  others  woes  to  melt. 
And  faw  and  wonder'd  at  the  change  they  felt.     20 
The  generous,  when  on  her  they  turn'd  their  view. 
The  generous  ev*n  themfelves  more  generous  grew, 
Learn'd  the  Ihunn'd  haunts  of  Ihame-fac'd  want  to 

trace  ; 
To  goodnefs,  delicacy,  adding  grace. 
The  confcious  cheek  no  rifmg  blufh  confefs'd,       25 
Nor  dwelt  one  thought  to  pain  the  modell  bread; 
Kind  and  more  kind  did  thus  her  bounty  fhower. 
And  knew  no  limit  but  a  bounded  power. 
This  truth  the  widow's  fighs,  alas!  proclaim; 
For  this  the  orphan's  tears  embalm  her  fame.        30 
The  wife  beheld  her  learning's  fummit  gain. 
Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain : 
But  on  one  fcience  point  a  ftedfaft  eye, 
That  fcience— how  to  live  and  how  to  die. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateful  fight         35 
Arife  her  virtues  in  unfading  light, 

CL3  What 
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What  joys  were  ours,  what  forrows  now  remain : 
Ah  !  how  fublime  the  blifs  I  how  deep  the  pain  1 

And  thou,  bright  princefs,  feated  now  on  high. 
Next  one,  the  faireft  daughter  of  the  fky,  40 

Whofe  warm-felt  love  is  to  all  beings  known. 
Thy  fifler  Charity !  next  her  thy  throne  ; 
See  at  thy  tomb  the  Virtues  weeping  lie! 
There  in  dumb  forrow  feem  the  Arts  to  die. 
So  were  the  fun  o'er  other  orbs  to  blaze,  45 

And  from  our  world,  like  thee,  withdraw  his  rays. 
No  more  to  vifit  where  he  warm'd  before. 
All  life  muft  ceafe,  and  nature  be  no  more. 
Yet  fhall  the  Mufe  a  heavenly  height  eflay 
Eeyond  the  weaknefs  mix'd  with  mortal  clay ;        50 
Beyond  the  lofs,  which,  though  ihe  bleeds  to  fee. 
Though  ne'er  to  be  redeem'd,  the  lofs  of  tliee  ! 
Beyond  ev'n  this,  (he  hails  Vv'ith  joyous^ay. 
Thy  better  birth,  thy  firft  true  natal  day; 
A  day,  that  fees  thee  borne,  beyonc^he  tomb,    55 
To  endlefs  health,  to  youth's  eternal  bloom; 
Borne  to  the  mighty  dead,  the  fouls  fublime 
Of  every  famous  age,  and  every  clime  ; 
To  goodnefs  fix'd  by  truth's  unvarying  laws. 
To  blifs  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  paufe—  60 
Save  when  thine  eye,  from  yonder  pure  ferene. 
Sheds  a  foft  eye  on  this  our  gloomy  fcene. 

With  me  now  liberty  and  learning  mourn. 
From  all  relief,  like  thy  lov'd  confort,  torn; 
For  where  can  prince  01  people  hope  relief,  6^ 

When  each  contend  to  be  fupreme  in  grief? 

So 
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So  vy'd  thy  virtues,  that  could  point  the  way. 
So  well  to  govern  ;  yet  fo  well  obey. 

Deign  one  look  more  !  ah!  fee  thy  confort  dear 
Williing  all  hearts,  except  his  own,  to  chear.        70 
Lo !   ftill  he  bids  thy  wonted  bounty  flow 
To  weeping  families  of  worth  and  woe. 
He  flops  all  tears,  however  fad  they  rife, 
Sa\'e  thofe  that  Hill  mufl  fall  from  grateful  eyes. 
And,  fpite  of  griefs  that  fo  ufurp  his  mind,  75 

Still  watches  o'er  the  welfare  of  mankind. 

Father  of  thofe,  whofe  rights  thy  care  defends. 
Still  mofttheir  own,when  moft  their  fovereign's  friends; 
Then  chiefly  brave,  from  bondage  chiefly  free. 
When  moft  they  truft,  when  moft  they  copy  thee ;    80 
Ah!  let  the  loweft  of  thy  fubjeds  pay 
His  honeft  heart-felt  tributary  lay ; 
In  anguifli  happy,  if  permitted  here. 
One  figh  to  vent,  to  drop  one  virtuous  tear ; 
Happier,  ifpardon'd,  fhould  he  wildly  moan,       85 
And  with  a  monarch's  forrow  mix  his  own. 
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Y^  RE  AT  Hope  of  Britain !  ^Here  the  Mufe  eflays 
^^    A  theme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praife. 
Be  Her's  a  zeal  of  Public  Spirit  known  ! 
A  princely  zeal  I — a  Spirit  all  your  own  I 

Where  never  Science  beam'd  a  friendly  ray,        5 
Where  one  vaft  blank  negledled  Nature  lay  ; 
From  Public  Spirit  there,  by  arts  employ'd. 
Creation,  varying,  glads  the  cheerlefs  void. 
Hail,  arts  !  where  fafety,  treafure,  and  delight. 
On  land,  on  wave,  in  wondrous  works  unite  I       10 
Thole  wondrous  works,  O  Mufe  1  fucceiTive  raife. 
And  point  their  worth,  their  dignity,  and  praife  ! 

What  though  no  ftreams,  magnificently  play'd. 
Rife  a  proud  column,  fall  a  grand  cafcade  ; 
Through  nether  pipes,  which  nobler  ufe  renowns,   15 
Lo  !  dudlile  rivulets  vifit  diftant  towns  ! 
Now  vanifh  fens,  whence  vapours  rife  no  more, 
Whofe  agueifh  influence  tainted  heaven  before. 
The  folid  iflhmus  finks  a  watery  fpace. 
And  wonders,  in  new  ftate,  at  naval  grace.  20 

Where  the  flood  deepening  rolb,  or  wide  extends. 
From  road  to  road  yon  arch,  connedlive  bends : 
Where  ports  were  choak'd  ;  where  mounds,  in  vain, 

arofe ; 
There  harbours  open,  and  there  breaches  clofe  ; 
To  keels,  obedient,  fpreads  each  liquid  plain,       25 
And  bulwark  moles  repel  the  boifterous  main. 
When  the  funk,  fun  no  homeward  fail  befriends. 
On  the  rock's  brow  the  light-houfe  kind  afcends. 

And 
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And  from  the  ftioaly,  o'er  the  guify  way, 

Points  to  the  pilot's  eye  the  warning  ray.  30 

Count  ftill,  my  Mufe  (to  count,  what  Mufe  can 
ceafs  ?) 
The  works  of  Public  Spirit,  freedom,  peace! 
By  them  ihall  plants,  in  forells,   reach  the  Ikies; 
Then  lofe  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rife. 
(Navies,  which  to  invafive  foes  explain,  35 

Heaven  throws  not  round  us  rocks  and  feas  in  vain)  : 
The  fail  of  commerce  in  each  fky  afpires. 
And  property  aiTures  what  toil  acquires. 

Who  digs  the  mine  or  quarry,  digs  with  glee ; 
No  flave ! — His  option  and  his  gain  are  free :         40 
Him  the  fame  laws  the  fame  proteftion  yield. 
Who  plows  the  furrow,  or  who  owns  the  field. 

Unlike,  where  tyranny  the  rod  maintains 
0*er  turflefs,  leaflefs,  and  uncultur'd  plains. 
Here  herbs  of  food  and  phyfic  plenty  fhowers.      45 
Gives  fruits  to  blufh,  and  colours  various  flowers. 
Where  fands  or  Itony  wilds  once  llarv'd  the  year. 
Laughs  the  green  lawn,  and  nods  the  golden  ear : 
White  fhine  the  fleecy  race,  which  fate  ftiall  doom 
The  feaft  of  life,  the  treafure  of  the  loom.  50 

On  plains  now  bare  fliall  gardens  wave  their  groves; 
While  fettling  fongftcrs  woo  their  feather'd  loves. 
Where  pathlefs  woods  no  grateful  openings  knew. 
Walks  tempt  the  flep,  and  viftas  court  the  view. 
See  the  parterre  confefs  expanfive  day  ;  55 

The  grot,  elufive  of  the  noon-tide  ray. 

Up 
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Up  yon  green  flope  a  length  of  terrace  lies. 
Whence  gradual  landicapes  fade  in  diftant  fkies. 
Now  the  blue  lake  refledled  heaven  difplays  ; 
Now  darkens,  regularly-wild,  the  maze.  60 

Urns,  obeiiflcs,  fanes,  rtatues  intervene  ; 
Now  centre,  now  commence,  or  end  the  fcene. 
Lo,  proud  alcoves  I   lo,  foft  fequeiler'd  bovvers ! 
Retreats  of  focial,  or  of  ftudious  hours  ! 
Rank  above  rank  here  ftiapely  greens  afcendj        65 
There  others  natively-grotefque  depend. 
The  rude,  the  delicate,  immingled  tell 
How  Art  would  Nature,  Nature  Art  excel ; 
And  how,  while  thefe  their  rival  charms  impart. 
Art  brightens  Nature,  Nature  brightens  Art;       70 
Thus,  in  the  various,  yet  harmonious  fpace. 
Blend  order,  fymmetry,  and  force,  and  grace. 

When  thcfe  from  Public  Spirit  fmile,  we  fee 
Free-opening  gates,  and  bowery  pleafures  free; 
For  fure  great  fouls  one  truth  can  never  mifs,         75 
Blifs  not  communicated  is  not  blifs. 

Thus  Public  Spirit,  liberty,  and  peace. 
Carve,  build,  and  plant,  and  give  the  land  increafe  ; 
From  peafant  hands  imperial  works  arife. 
And  Britifh  hence  with  Roman  grandeur  vies ;       80 
Not  grandeur  that  in  pompous  whim  appears. 
That  levels  hills,  that  vales  to  mountains  rears ; 
That  alters  nature's  regulated  grace. 
Meaning  to  deck,  but  deftin'd  to  deface. 
Though  no  proud  gates,  with  China's  taught  to  vie,  85 
M.a,^nificently  ufelefs  llrike  the  eye  ; 

(Ufelefs, 
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(Ufelefs,  where  rocks  a  furer  barrier  lend. 

Where  Teas  encircle,  and  where  fleets  defend ;) 

What  though  no  arch  of  triumph  is  affign'd 

To  laurerdpride,whofefword  has  thinn'd  mankind;  90 

Though  no  vaft  wall  extends  from  coaft  to  coaft. 

No  pyramid  afpires,  fublimely  loft  ; 

Yet  the  fafe  road  through  rocks  Ihall  winding  tend. 

And  the  firm  caufeway  o'er  the  clays  afcend. 

Lo  !  ftately  ftreets,  lo  !  ample  fquares  invite         95 

The  falutary  gale,  that  breathes  delight. 

Lo  !  ftru6lures  mark  the  charitable  foil 

For  cafual  ill,  maim'd  valour,  feeble  toil 

Worn  out  with  care,  infirmity,  and  age ; 

The  life  here  entering,  quitting  there  the  ftage  :    loO 

The  babe  of  lawlefs  birth,  doom'd  elfe  to  moan. 

To  ftarve  or  bleed  for  errors  not  his  own  ! 

Let  the  frail  mother  'fcape  the  fame  defil'd. 

If  from  the  murdering  mother  'fcape  the  child ! 

Oh  !  guard  his  youth  from  fin's  alluring  voice  ;  105 

From  deeds  of  dire  neceflity,  not  choice  ! 

His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known. 

Shall  on  the  public  welfare  build  his  own. 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  low-born  life  divide. 
Give  towns  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride.  1 10 
Sacred  to  pleafure  ftruftures  rife  elate. 
To  that  ftill  worthy  of  the  wife  and  great. 
Sacred  to  pleafure  then  fhall  piles  afcend  ? 
They  fhall — when  pleafure  and  inftruftion  blend. 
Let  theatres  from  Public  Spirit  Ihine  !  115 

Such  theatres,  as,  Athens,  once  were  thine ! 

See! 
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See!  the  gay  Mufe  of  pointed  wit  pofTeft, 

Who  makes  the  virtuous  laugh,  the  decent  jefl : 

What  though  ihe  mock,  flie  mocks  with  honeft  aim. 

And  laughs  each  favourite  folly  into  fhame,         120 

With  liberal  light  the  tragic  charms  the  age : 

In  folemn-training  robes  fhe  fills  the  ftage ; 

There  human  nature,  mark'd  in  different  lines. 

Alive  in  charafter  diftinftly  Ihines. 

Quick  paffions  change  alternate  on  her  face;        i  25 

Her  di(5lion  mufic,  as  her  adion  grace. 

Inftant  we  catch  her  terror-giving  cares. 

Pathetic  fighs,  and  pity-moving  tears  ; 

Inftant  we  catch  her  generous  glow  of  foul. 

Till  one  great  ftriking  moral  crowns  the  whole.  130 

Hence  in  warm  youth,  by  fcenes  of  virtue  taught. 
Honour  exalts,  and  love  expands  the  thought  1 
Hence  pity,  to  peculiar  grief  affign'd. 
Grows  wide  benevolence  to  all  mankind. 

Where  various  edifice  the  land  renowns  1 3  5 

There  Public  Spirit  plans,  exalts,  and  crowns. 
She  chears  the  manfion  with  the  fpacious  hall. 
Bids  painting  live  along  the  ftoried  wall ; 
Seated,  fhe  fmiling  eyes  th*  unclofing  door. 
And  much  ihe  welcomes  all,  but  moll  the  poor ;    140 
She  turns  the  pillar,  or  the  arch  fhe  bends. 
The  choir  fhe  lengthens,  or  the  choir  extends ; 
She  rears  the  tower,  whofe  height  the  heavens  admire ; 
She  rears,  fhe  rounds,  fhe  points  the  lefTening  fpire  ; 
At  her  command  the  college-roofs  afcend  1 45 

(For  Public  Spirit  llill  is  learning's  friend). 

Stupendous 
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Stupendous  piles,  which  ufeful  pomp  compleats, 
Thus  rife  Religion's,  and  thus  Learning's  feats : 
There  moral  truth  and  holy  fcience  fpring. 
And  give  the  fage  to  teach,  the  bard  to  fmg,       150 
There  Tome  draw  health  from  herbs  and  mineral  veins. 
Some  fearch  the  fyftems  of  the  heavenly  plains  ;     , 
Some  call  from  hiftory  paft  times  to  view. 
And  others  trace  old  laws,  and  fketch  out  new ; 
Thence  faving  rights  by  legiflators  plann'd,         155 
And  guardian  patriots  thence  infpire  the  land. 

Now  grant,  ye  powers,  one  great,  one  fond  deiire. 
And,  granting,  bid  a  new  Whitehall  afpire  ! 
Far  let  it  lead,  by  well-pleas'd  Thames  furvey'd. 
The  fwelling  arch,  and  ftately  colonnade  ;  160 

Bid  courts  of  juftice,  fenate-chambers  join. 
Till  various  all  in  one  proud  work  combine  ! 

But  now  be  all  the  generous  Goddefs  feen. 
When  moll  difFus'd  ihe  Ihines,  and  moft  benign ! 
Ye  fons  of  mifery,  attrad  her  view  !  1 6^ 

Ye  fallow,  hollow-eyed,  and  meagre  crew  ! 
Such  high  perfection  have  our  arts  attain'd. 
That  now  few  fons  of  toil  our  arts  demand  ?  t 

Then  to  the  public,  to  itfelf,  we  fear, 
Ev'n  willing  induftry  grows  ufelefs  here,  170 

Are  we  too  populous  at  length  confefs'd. 
From  confluent  Grangers  refug'd  and  redrefs'd  ? 
Has  war  fo  long  withdrawn  his  barbarous  train. 
That  peace  o'erftocks  us  with  the  fons  of  men  ? 
So  long  has  plague  left  pure  the  ambient  air,       1 75 
That  want  mufl  prey  on  thofe  difeafe  would  fpare? 

Hence 
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Hence  beauteous  wretches  (beauty's  foul  difgrace  1) 
Though  born  the  pride,  the  fhame  of  human  race  ; 
Fair  wretches  hence,  who  nightly  ftreets  annoy. 
Live  but  themfelves  and  others  to  deftroy.  180 

Hence  robbers  rife,  to  theft,  to  murder  prone, 
Firft  driven  by  want,  from  habit  defperate  grown ; 
Hence  for  ow'd  trifles  oft  our  jails  contain 
(Torn  from  mankind)  a  miferable  train  ; 
Torn  from,  in  fpite  of  nature's  tendereft  cries,    185 
Parental,  filial,  and  connubial  ties : 
The  trader,  when  on  every  fide  diftrefl. 
Hence  flies  to  what  expedient  frauds  faggefl ; 
To  prop  his  queftion'd  credit's  tottering  flate. 
Others  he  firrt  involves  to  fhare  his  fate  ;  190 

Then  for  mean  refuge  muil  felf-exil'd  roam 
Never  to  hope  a  friend,  nor  find  a  home. 

This  Public  Spirit  fees,  fhe  fees  and  feels ! 
Her  breaft  the  throb,  her  eye  the  tear  reveals ; 
(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  that  flows  195 
For  others  welfare,  and  for  others  woes)  — 
And  what  can  I  (fhe  faid)  to  cure  their  grief? 
Shall  I  or  point  out  death,  or  point  relief? 
Forth  fhall  I  lead  them  to  fome  happier  foil. 
To  conqueft  lead  them,  and  enrich  with  fpoil  ?      203 
Bid  them  convulfe  a  world,  make  nature  groan. 
And  fpill,  in  fhedding  others  blood,  their  own  ? 
No,  no — fuch  wars  do  thou.  Ambition,  wage! 
Go  fterilize  the  fertile  with  thy  rage  ! 
Whole  nations  to  depopulate  is  thine  ;  205 

To  people,  culture,  and  proted,  be  mine  ! 

Then 
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Then  range  the  world,  Difcovery  ! — Strait  he  goes 
O'er  feas,  o'er  Libya's  fands,  and  Zembla's  fnows  ; 
He  fettles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  fmil'd 
(Vain  fmile  1 )  on  fome  luxuriant  houfelefs  wild.     2 1  o 
How  many  fons  of  want  might  here  enjoy 
What  Nature  gives  for  age  but  to  dellroy  ? 
Blufh,  blufh,  O  fun  (fhe  cries)  here  vainly  found. 
To  rife,  to  fet,  to  roll  the  feafons  round  ! 
Shall  heaven  diftil  in  dews,  defcend  in  rain,         215 
From  earth  gufti  fountains,  rivers  flow — in  vain  ? 
There  fhall  the  watery  lives  in  myriads  ftray. 
And  be,  to  be  alone  each  other's  prey  ? 
Unfought  fhall  here  the  teeming  quarries  own 
The  various  fpecies  of  mechanic  ftone  ?  220 

From  ftru6lure  this,  from  fculpture  that  confine  ? 
Shall  rocks  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  fhine  ? 
Shall  mines,  obedient,  aid  no  artifl's  care. 
Nor  give  the  martial  fword,  and  peaceful  fhare  ? 
Ah  !  fhall  they  never  precious  ore  unfold,  225 

To  fmile  in  filver,  or  to  flame  in  gold  ? 
Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alone. 
For  joys,  for  various  virtues,  reft  unknown  ? 
While  food  and  phyfic,  plants  and  herbs  fupply, 
Here  muft  they  fhoot  alone  to  bloom  and  die  ?     230 
Shall  fruits,  which  none  but  brutal  eyes  furvey, 
Untouch'd  grow  ripe,  untafted  drop  away  ? 
Shall  here  th'  irrational,  the  favage  kind, 
■  Lord  it  o'er  ftores  by  heaven  for  man  defignM, 
And  trample  what  mild  funs  benignly  raife,         235 
While  man  inuft  lofe  th€  ufe,  ajid  heaven  the  praife  ? 

Shall 
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Shall  It  then  be? — (Tndignant  here  fhe  rofe, 
indignant,  yet  humane,  her  bofoni  glows)  — 
No!  By  each  honour'd  Grecian,  Roman  name, 
By  men  for  virtue  deify 'd  by  fame,  z^cf 

Who  peopled  lands,  who  model'd  infant  Hate, 
And  then  bafle  empire  be  maturely  great ; 
By  thefe  I  fwear  (be  witnefs  earth  and  fkies  !) 
Fair  Order  here  fhall  from  Confufion  rife. 
Rapt,  I  a  future  colony  furvey  ?  245 

Come  then,  ye  fons  of  Mifery !  come  away ! 
Let  thofe,  whofe  forrows  from  negled  are  known, 
(Here  taught,  compell'd,  em.power'd)  negle£l  atone  ! 
Let  thofe  enjoy,  who  never  merit  woes. 
In  youth  th'  induftrious  wiih,  in  age  repofe  !        250 
Allotted  acres  (no  reludlant  foil) 
Shall  prompt  their  induftry,  and  pay  their  toil. 
Let  families,  long  ftrangers  to  delight. 
Whom  wayward  fate  difpers'd,  by  me  unite  ; 
Here  live  enjoying  life;  fee  plenty,  peace;         255 
Their  lands  increafing  as  their  fons  increafe. 
As  nature  yet  is  found,  in  leafy  glades. 
To  intermix  the  walks  with  lights  and  fhades ; 
Or  as  with  good  and  ill,  in  chequer'd  ftrife. 
Various  the  goddefs  colours  human  life :  260 

So,  in  this  fertile  clime,  if  yet  are  feen 
Moors,  marfties,  cliffs,  by  turns  to  intervene  ; 
Where  cliffs,  moors,  marflies,  dcfolate  the  view. 
Where  haunts  the  bittern,  and  where  icreams  the 
mew  ; 

Vol.  XLL  R  Whera 
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Where  prowls  the  wolf, where  roll'd  the  fef  pent  lies, 265 

Shall  folemn  fanes  and  halls  of  juftice  rife, 

And  towns  fhall  open  (all  of  ftru(flure  fair!) 

To  brightening  profpefts,  and  to  pureft  air  ; 

Frequented  ports,  and  vineyards  green  fucceed. 

And  flocks  increafing  whiten  all  the  mead.  270 

On  fcience  fcience,  arts  on  arts  refine  ; 

On  thefe  from  high  all  heaven  Ihall  fmiling  ihine. 

And  Public  Spirit  here  a  people  fhow. 

Free,  numerous,  pleas'd,  and  bufy  all  below. 

Learn,  future  natives  of  this  promised  land,     275 
What  your  forefathers  ow'd  my  faving  hand ! 
Learn,  when  Defpair  fuch  fudden  blifs  fhall  fee. 
Such  blifs  mull  ihine  from  Oglethorpe  or  me ! 
Do  you  the  neighbouring  blamelefs  Indian  aid. 
Culture  what  he  neglefts,  not'Errinvader;  280 

Dare  not,  oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view, 
,^  Force  or  demand  fubjedion  never  due. 
Let,  by  my  fpecious  name,  no  tyrants  rife. 
And  cry,  while  they  enflave,  they  civilize ! 
KnQw,  Liberty  and  I  are  ftill  the  fame,  285 

Congenial ! — ever  mingling  flame  with  flame ! 
Why  muft  I  Afric's  fable  children  fee 
Vended  for  flaves,  though  form'd  by  nature  free. 
The  namelefs  tortures  cruel  minds  invent, 
Thofe  to  fubjeft,  whom  nature  equal  meant?       290 
If  thefe  you  dare  (albeit  unjuft  fuccefs 
Empowers  you  now  unpunifli'd  to  opprefs) 
Revolving  empire  you  and  your's  may  doom 
(Rome  all  fubdued,  yet  Vandals  vanquilh'dRome), 

Yes, 
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Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day,    295 
And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay. 

Thus  (ahl  how  far  unequal'd  by  my  lays, 
Unfkill'd  the  heart  to  melt,  or  mind  to  raife). 
Sublime,  benevolent,  deep,  fweetly-clear. 
Worthy  a  Thomfon'sMufe,  a  Frederick's  ear,  300 
Thus  fpoke  the  Goddefs.    Thus  I  faintly  tell 
In  what  lov'd  works  heaven  gives  her  to  excel. 
But  who  her  fons,  that,  to  her  intereft  true, 
Converfant  lead  her  to  a  prince  like  you  ? 
Thefe,  Sir,  falute  you  from  life's  middle  ftate,     305 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great : 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalts  their  thought. 
In  wit  accomplifli'd,  though  in  wiles  untaught, 
Carelefs  of  whifpers  meant  to  wound  their  name. 
Nor  fneer'd  nor  brib'd  from  virtue  into  fhame;    310 
In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright, 
They  come,  they  catch,  and  they  refledl  delight. 

Mixing  with  thefe,  a  few  of  rank  are  found. 
For  councils,  embalhes,  and  camps  renown'd. 
Vers'd  in  gay  life,  in  honeil:  maxims  read,  31JJ 

And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yet  cool  of  head. 
From  thefe  the  circling  glafs  gives  wit  to  Ihine, 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev'n  courts  refine  ^ 
From  thefe  fo  gifted,  candid,  and  upright. 
Flows  knowledge,  foftening  into  eafe  polite.        330 

Happy  the  men,  who  fuch  a  prince  can  pleafe  1 
Happy  the  prince  rever'd  by  men  like  thefe ! 
His  condefcenfions  dignity  difplay. 
Grave  with  the  wife,  and  with  the  witty  gay; 

R  2  For 
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For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies,  325 

Which,  in  due  ilatues,  to  his  fame  fhall  rife  ; 
Ever  Ihall  Public  Spirit  beam  his  praife. 
And  the  Mufe  fwell  it  in  immortal  lays. 


T    O 

Mr.   JOHN   DYER,    A   PAINTER, 

Advifing  him  to  draw  a  certain 

NOBLE  AND  ILLUSTRIOUS  PERSON} 

Occafioned   by  feeing   his    Picture    of  the 
celebrated  C  l  10*. 

T?ORGIVE  an  artlefs,  an  officious  friend. 

Weak,  when  I  judge,  but  willing  to  commend; 
Fali'n  as  I  am,  by  no  kind  fortune  rais'd, 
Deprefs'd,  obfcur'd,  unpity'd,  and  unprais'd; 
Yet,  when  thefe  well-known  features  I  perufe,        5 
Some  warmth  awakes — fome  embers  of  a  Mufe. 

Ye  Mufes,  Graces,  and  ye  Loves,  appear! 
Your  Queen,  your  Venus,  and  your  Clio 's  here ! 
In  fuch  pure  fires  her  rifing  thoughts  refine ! 
Her  eyes  with  fuch  commanding  fweetnefs  fhine :    10 
Such  vivid  tinftures  fure  through  sether  glow, 
Stain  fummer  clouds,  or  gild  the  watery  bow: 


If 


See  Dyer's  Poems. 
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If  life  Pygmalion's  ivory  favourite  fir'd, 
Sure  fome  enamour'd  God  this  draught  infpir'dl 
Or,  if  you  raftily  caught  Promethean  flame,  1 5 

Shade  the  fwect  theft,  and  mar  the  beauteous  frame  I 
Yet  if  thofe  cheering  lights  the  profpeft  fly. 
Ah! — let  no  pleafmg  view  the  lofs  fupply. 
Some  dreary  den,  fome  defert  vvafte  prepare, 
Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  defpair.        20 

But  flill,  my  friend,  ftill  the  fweet  objedl  flays. 
Still  ftream  your  colours  rich  with  Clio's  rays ! 
Sure  at  each  kindling  touch  your  canvafs  glows! 
Sure  the  full  form,  inftind  with  fpirit,  grows ! 
Let  the  dull  artill  puzzling  rules  explore,  25 

Dwell  on  the  face,  and  gaze  the  features  o'er ; 
You  eye  the  foul — there  genuine  nature  find. 
You,  through  the  meaning  mufcles,  ftrike  the  mind. 

Nor  can  one  view  fuch  boundlefs  power  confine, 
^11  Nature  opens  to  an  art  like  thine !  30 

Now  rural  fcenes  in  fimple  grandeur  rife ! 
Vales,  hills,  lawns,  lakes,  and  vineyards  feafl  our  eyes. 
Now  halcyon  Peace  a  fmiling  afpedl  wears ! 
Now  the  red  fcene  with  war  and  ruin  glares ! 
Here  Britain's  fleets  o'er  Europe's  feas  prefide !     35 
There  long-loll  cities  rear  their  ancient  pride  ; 
You  from  the  grave  can  half  redeem  the  fiain. 
And  bid  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again : 
Mark  out  Pharfalia's,  mark  out  Munda's  fray, 
And  image  all  the  honours  of  the  day.  40 

But  if  new  glories  moft  our  warmth  excite  ; 
If  toils  untry'd  to  noblefl  aims  invite ; 

R  3  Would 
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Would  you  in  envy'd  pomp  unrival'd  reign. 

Oh,  let  Horatius  grace  the  canvafs  plain  1 

His  form  might  ev'n  idolatry  create,  45 

In  lineage,  titles,  wealth,  and  worth  elate ! 

Empires  to  him  might  virgin  honours  owe. 

From  him  arts,  arms,  and  laws,  new  influence  know. 

For  him  kind  funs  on  fruits  and  grains  Ihall  fhine. 

And  future  gold  lie  ripening  in  the  mine:  50   j 

For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies, 

Which,  in  due  ftatues,  to  his  fame  {hall  rife. 

Through  thole  bright  features  Casfar's  fpirit  trace. 

Each  conquering  fweetnefs,  each  imperial  grace. 

All  that  is  foft,  or  eminently  great,  55 

In  love,  in  war,  in  knowledge,  or  in  ftate. 

Thus  fhall  your  colours,  like  his  worth  amaze ! 
Thus  Ihall  you  charm,  enrich'd  with  Clio's  praife  ! 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  your  golden  genius  fhines. 
While  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obfcure  declines :  60 

Duird  in  damp  ihades,  it  walles,  unfeen,  away, 
While  yours,  triumphant,  grows  one  blaze  of  day. 


VERSES 
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VERSES 


SENT     TO 


AARON       HILL,       Esq^ 

With  the  Tragedy  of  Sir  Thomas  Over- 
bury,  expedling  him  to  corred  it. 

I. 

A  S  the  foul,  ftript  of  mortal  clay. 
Grows  all  divinely  fair. 
And  boundlefs  roves  the  milky  way. 
And  views  fvveet  profpefts  there. 

n. 

This  hero,  clogg'd  with  drofTy  lines. 

By  thee  new  vigour  tries  ; 
As  thy  corredling  hand  refines. 

Bright  fcenes  around  him  rife. 

in. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  wilh'd  Hone  to  pafs. 

So  fought,  fo  long  foretold ; 
It  turns  polluted  lead  or  brafs. 

At  once  to  pureil  gold. 


R  4  PRO. 
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PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN  AT  THE  REVIVAL  OF 

SHAKESPEARE'S  KING  HEiNRY  THE  SIXTH,     | 

At  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane. 
Printed  before  the  Play  frofn  a/purious  Copy, 

'TT^O-NIGHT  a  patient  ear,  ye  Britons  lend, 
•^     And  to  your  great  forefathers'  deeds  attend. 
Here,  cheaply  warn'd,  ye  bleft  defcendants  view. 
What  ills  on  England,  Civil  Difcord  drew. 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  Mufe  prepares ;  5 
While  the  red  fcene  with  raging  llaughter  glares. 

Here,  while  a  monarch's  fufFerings  we  relate. 
Let  generous  grief  his  ruin'd  grandeur  wait. 
While  Second  Richard's  blood  for  vengeance  calls, 
Doom'd  for  his  grandfire's  guilt,  poor  Henry  falls.  10 
In  civil  jars  avenging  judgment  blows. 
And  royal  wrongs  entail  a  people's  woes. 
Henry,  unvers'd  in  wiles,  more  good  than  great. 
Drew  on  by  meeknefs  his  difallrous  fate. 

Thus  when  you  fee  this  land  by  faftion  toll,       15 
Her  nobles  flain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  loft ; 
Let  this  refleftion  from  the  a6tion  flow. 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  could  ruin  know. 
Oh,  let  us  then  inteftine  difcord  Ihun, 
We  ne'er  can  be,  but  by  ourfelves,  undone !         20 

THE 
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T     H     E 

ANIMALCULE; 

A  TALE. 

Occafioned  by  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Rutland's 
receiving  the  Small  -Pox  by  Inoculation. 

L 

T  N  Animalcules,  Mufe,  difplay 

Spirits,  of  name  unknown  in  fong  I 
Reader,  a  kind  attention  pay, 

Nor  think  an  ufeful  comment  long. 
II. 
Far  lefs  than  mites,  on  mites  they  prey; 

Minuteft  things  my  fvvarms  contain : 
When  o'er  your  ivory  teeth  they  fway. 

Then  throb  your  little  nerves  with  pain. 
III. 
Fluids,  in  drops,  minutely  fwell ; 

Thefe  fubtil  beings  each  contains ; 
In  the  fmall  fanguine  globes  they  dwell. 

Roll  from  the  heart  and  trace  the  veins. 
IV. 
Through  every  tender  tube  they  rove. 

In  finer  fpirits  ftrike  the. brain  ; 
Wind  quick  through  every  fibrous  grove. 

And  feek,  through  pores,  the  heart  again. 

v.ir 
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V. 

If  they  with  purer  drops  dilate. 

And  lodge  where  entity  began. 
They  aftuate  with  a  genial  heat. 

And  kindle  into  future  Man. 

vr. 

But,  when  our  lives  are  Nature's  due. 

Air,  feas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  diflblve 
They  matter,  through  all  forms,  purfue. 

And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 
VII. 
Thus  once  an  Animalcule  proved. 

When  Man,  a  patron  to  the  bays ; 
This  patron  was  in  Greece  belov'd ; 

Yet  fame  was  faithlefs  to  his  praife. 
VIII. 
In  Rome  this  Animalcule  grew 

Maecenas,  whom  the  claflics  rate  ! 
Among  the  Gauls,  it  prov'd  Richlieu, 

In  learning,  power,  and  bounty  great. 
IX. 
In  Britain,  Halifax  it  rofe  ; 

(By  Halifax,  bloom'd  Congreve's  drains) ; 
And  now  it  rediminifli'd  glows. 

To  glide  through  godlike  Rutland's  veins. 
X. 
A  plague  there  is,  too  many  know  ; 

Too  feldom  perfeft  cures  befal  it : 
The  Mufe  may  term  it  Beauty's  foe  ; 

In  phyfic,  the  Small-Pox  we  call  it. 

XI.  From 
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From  Turks  we  learn  this  plague  t'  alTuage, 

They,  by  admitting,  turn  its  courfe  : 
Their  kifs  will  tame  the  tumor's  rage ; 

By  yielding,  they  o'crcome  the  force. 
XII. 
Thus  Rutland  did  its  touch  invite. 

While,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air. 
This  little,  guardian,  fubtil  fpright 
Did  with  the  poifon  in  repair. 
XIII. 
Th'  infeftion  from  the  heart  it  clears ; 
Th'  infe£lion,  now  dilated  thin. 
In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

Expell'd  upon  the  furface  fkin. 
XIV. 
And  now  it,  mouldering,  waftes  away  : 

'Tis  gone  1 — doom'd  to  return  no  more! 
•Our  Animalcule  keeps  its  ftay. 

And  mufl  new  labyrinths  explore. 
XV. 
And  now  the  Noble's  thoughts  are  feen, 

Unmark'd,  it  views  his  heart's  defires! 
It  now  reflefts  what  it  has  been. 

And,  rapturous,  at  his  change  admires '. 
XVI. 
Its  priftine  virtues  kept,  combine. 

To  be  again  in  Rutland  known 
But  they,  immers'd,  no  longer  Ihine, 
Nor  e<jual,  nor  encreafe  his  own. 

TO 
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T    O 

Mrs.    ELIZ.    HAYWOOD, 

ON     HER     NOVEL,     CALLED, 

THE    RASH   RESOLVE. 

'pvOOM'D  to  a  fate  which  damps  the  poet's  flame, 
'^   A  Mufe,  unfriended,  greets  thy  rifing  name  I 
Unvers'd  in  envy's,  or  in  flattery's  phrafe, 
Greatnefs  ftie  flies,  yet  merit  claims  her  praife ; 
Nor  will  flie,  at  her  withering  wreath  repine,  5 

But  fmile,  if  fame  and  fortune  cherifli  thine. 

The  Sciences  in  thy  fweet  genius  charm. 
And,  with  their  ftrength,  thy  fex's  foftnefs  arm. 
In  thy  full  figures,  painting's  force  we  find. 
As  mufic  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mind.  10 

Thy  power  gives  form,  and  touches  into  life 
The  paflions  imag'd  in  their  bleeding  ftrife  : 
Contrafted  Ilrokes,  true  art  and  fancy  fliow. 
And  lights  and  fliades  in  lively  mixture  flow. 
Hope  attacks  Fear,  and  Reafon,  Love's  control,  15 
Jealoufy  wounds,  and  Friendfliip  heals  the  foul  ; 
Black  P'alfehood  wears  bright  Gallantry's  difguife. 
And  the  gilt  cloud  enchants  the  fair-one's  eyes. 
Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  frailties  lovely  fliine. 
And  when  moil  mortal  half  appear  divine.  20 

If,  when  fome  god-like,  favourite  paflion  fways. 
The  willing  heart  too  fatally  obeys. 

Great 
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Great  minds  lament  what  cruel  cenfurc  blames. 
And  ruin'd  virtue  generous  pity  claims. 

Eliza,  ftill  impatient  Love's  powerful  Queen!   25 
Let  Love,  foft  Love,  exalt  each  fwelling  fcene. 
Arm'd  with  keen  wit,  in  fame's  wide  lift's  advance  1 
Spain  yields  in  fidtion,  in  politnefs  France. 
Such  orient  light,  as  the  lirft  poets  knew. 
Flames  from  thy  thought,  and  brightens  every  view ! 
A  ftrong,  a  glorious,  a  luxuriant  fire. 
Which  warms  cold  wifdom  into  wild  defire ! 
Thy  Fable  glows  fo  rich  through  every  page. 
What  moral's  force  can  the  fierce  heat  afTuage  ? 

And  yet — but  fay  if  ever  doom'd  to  prove  35 

The  fad,  the  dear  perplexities  of  Love  ! 
Where  feeming  tranfport  foftens  every  pain, 
Where  fancy'd  freedom  waits  the  winning  chain ; 
Varying  from  pangs  to  vifionary  joys, 
Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  deftroys  I         40 
Say  then — if  Love  to  fudden  rage  gives  way. 
Will  the  foft  paflion  not  refume  its  fvvay  ? 
Charming,  and  charm'd,  can  Love  from  Love  retire ! 
Can  a  cold  convent  quench  th'  unwilling  fire  ? 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thoughts  refine,         45 
More  we  admire  1  but  cannot  prove  divine. 


A  N 
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A   N 
APOLOGY    TO    BRILLANTE, 

FOR      HAVING 

LONG  OMITTED  WRITING  IN  VERSE. 

In  Imitation  of  a  certain  Mimic  of  Anacreon. 

/^  AN  I  mat  chiefs  charms  recite? 
Source  of  ever-fpringing  light ! 
Could  I  count  the  vernal  flowers. 
Count  in  endlefs  time  the  hours ; 
Count  the  countlefs  flars  above,  5 

Count  the  captive  hearts  of  Love  ; 
Paint  the  torture  of  his  fire. 
Paint  the  pangs  thofe  eyes  infpire ! 
(Pleafmg  torture,  thus  to  fhine, 
Purify'd  by  fires  like  thine  !  10 

Then  I'd  ftrike  the  founding  firing  ! 
Then  I'd  thy  perfeftion  fmg. 

My  flic  world  '.—Thou  fomething  more  1 
Wonder  of  th'  Almighty's  flore  ! 
Nature's  depths  we  oft  defcry,  15 

Oft  they  're  pierc'd  by  Learning's  eye  ; 
Thou,  if  thought  on  thee  would  gain, 
Prov'fl  (like  heaven)  enquiry  vain. 
Charms  unequal'd  we  purfue  ! 

Charms  in  fhining  throngs  we  view  1  20 

Number'd  then  could  nature's  be. 
Nature's  felf  were  poor  to  thee. 
^     ■■'  AN 
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A     N 

EPISTLE 

T    O 

Mrs.     O      L      D      F      I      E      L      D, 
OF   THE   THEATRE-ROYAL. 

\\r  H I L  E  to  your  charms  unequal  verfe  I  raife, 
Aw'd,  I  admire,  and  tremble  as  I  praife  : 
Here  Art  and  Genius  new  refinement  need, 
Liftening,  they  gaze,  and,  as  they  gaze,  recede! 
Can  Art  or  Genius,  or  their  powers  combin'd,       5 
But  from  corporeal  organs,  fketch  the  mind  ? 
When  found  embody'd  can  with  (hape  furprize. 
The  Mufe  may  emulate  your  voice  and  eyes. 
Mark  rival  arts  perfedion's  point  purfue ! 
Each  rivals  each,  but  to  excel  in  you  !  10 

The  Bull:  and  Medal  bear  the  meaning  face. 
And  the  proud  Statue  adds  the  pofture's  grace  ! 
Imag'd  at  length,  the  bury'd  Heroine,  known, 
Still  feems  to  wound,  to  fmile,  or  frown  in  ftone  ! 
As  art  would  art,  or  metal  ftone  furpafs,  15 

Her  foul  ftrikes,  gleaming  through  Corinthian  brafs  I 
Serene,  the  faint  in  fmiling  filver  fliines. 
And  cherubs  weep  in  gold  o'er  fainted  fhrines ! 
If  long-loft  forms  from  Raphael's  pencil  glow. 
Wondrous  in  warmth  the  mimic  colours  flow  !        20 
Each  look,  each  attitude,  new  grace  difplays; 
Your  voice  and  motion  life  and  mufic  raife. 
V  Thus  Cleopatra  in  your  charms  refines ; 
She  lives,  (he  fpeaks,  with  force  improv'd  fhe  Ihines ! 

Fair, 
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Fair,  and  more  fair,  you  every  grace  tranfmit ;       25 

Love,  learning,  beauty,  elegance,  and  wit. 

Caefar,  the  world's  unrival'd  mailer,  fir'd. 

In  her  imperial  foul,  his  own  admir'd  I 

Philippi's  vidlor  wore  her  winning  chain. 

And  felt  not  empire's  lofs  in  beauty's  gain.  30 

Could  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  influence  know. 

Or  catch  tlie  filver  accents  as  they  flow. 

Drawn  from  dark  reft  by  your  enchanting  fl:rain. 

Each  fhade  were  lur'd  to  life  and  love  again. 

Say,  fweet  infpirer  !  were  each  annal  known,    35 
What  living  greatnefs  fliines  there  not  your  own  I 
If  the  griev'd  Mufe  by  fome  lov'd  emprefs  rofe. 
New  flrength,  new  grace,  it  to  your  influence  owes ! 
If  power  by  war  diilinguifli'd  height  reveals. 
Your  nobler  pride  the  wounds  of  fortune  heals !    40 
Then  could  an  empire's  caufe  demand  your  care. 
The  foul,  that  juftly  thinks,  would  greatly  dare. 

Long  has  feign'd  Venus  mock'd  the  Mufe's  praife. 
You  dart,  divine  Ophelia !  genuine  rays ! 
Warm  through  thofe  eyes  enlivening  raptures  roll !  45 
Sweet  through  each  llriking  feature  llreams  your  foul ! 
The  foul's  bright  meanings  heighten  beauty's  fires  : 
Your  looks,  your  thoughts,  your  deeds,  each  grace 
infpires ! 

Know  then,  if  rank'd  with  monarchs,  here  you  Hand, 
What  Fate  declines,  you  from  the  Mufe  demand!  50 
Each  grace  that  jlhone  of  old  in  each  fam'd  fair. 
Or  may  in  modern  damea  rehuemeut  wear  ; 

Whate'er 
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Whate'er  juft,  emulative  thoughts  puiTuc, 

Is  all  confirm'd,  is  all  ador'd  in  you  ! 

If  godlike  bofoms  pant  for  power  to  blefs,  55 

If  'tis  a  monarch's  glory  to  redrefs ; 

In  confcious  majefty  you  (hine  ferene, 

In  thought  a  heroine,  and  in  ad  a  queen. 


VERSES. 

OCCASIONED     BY     READING 

Mr.    AARON     HILL'S     POEM, 

CALLED        GIDEON. 

*#*  The  lines  marked  thus  *  '  are  taken  from  Gideon, 

I. 

T    E  T  other  poets  poorly  fmg 

"^  Their  flatteries  to  the  vulgar  great ! 
Her  airy  flight  let  wandering  fancy  wing. 

And  rival  nature's  moft  luxuriant  ftore. 
To  fwell  fome  monfter's  pride,  who  fliames  a  flate,  5 

Or  form  a  wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  power ! 
Thou,  who  inform'd'ft  this  clay  with  adlive  fire! 

Do  thou,  Supreme  of  Powers!   my  thoughts  refine. 
And  with  thy  pureft  heat  my  foul  infpire. 

That  v/ith  Hillarius'  worth  my  verfe  may  fhine  !    i  o 

As  thy  lov'd  Gideon  once  fet  Ifrael  free^ 

So  he  with  fweet,  feraphic  lays 
*  Redeems  the  ufe  of  captive  poetry,* 

Which  firft  was  formed  to  fpeak  thy  glorious  praife  ! 

Vol.  XLI.  S  II.  Mo.es, 
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II. 

Mofes,  with  an  enchanting  tongue,  15 

Pharaoh's  juft  overthrow  fublimely  fung! 

When  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  laid. 
Surviving  David  felt  the  foftening  fire! 

And,  by  the  Great  Almighty's  tuneful  aid, 
Wak'd  into  endlefs  life  his  mournful  lyre.  20 

Their  different  thoughts,  met  in  Hillarius'  fong. 
Roll  in  one  channel  more  divinely  llrong  ! 

With  Pindar's  fire  his  verfe's  fpirit  flies, 
'  Wafted  in  charming  mufic  through  the  air ! ' 

Unflopt  by  clouds,  it  reaches  to  the  fkies,  25 

And  joins  with  angels'  hallelujahs  there, 
Flows  mix'd,  and  fvveetly  ftrikes  th'  Almighty's  ear ! 

III. 
Rebek  (hould  blufh  when  they  his  Gideon  fee ! 
That  Gideon  born  to  fet  his  country  free. 

O  that  fuch  heroes  in  each  age  might  rife,  30 

Brightening  through  vapours  like  the  morning-ilar. 

Generous  to  triumph,  and  in  council  wife  ! 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war! 

IV. 

When  Gideon,  Greb,  Hyram,  Shimron  fhine 

Fierce  in  the  blaze  of  war  as  they  engage  !  35 

Great  bard  !  what  energy,  but  thine, 
Could  reach  the  vaft  defcription  of  their  ragei 
Or  when,  to  cruel  foes  betray'd, 
Sarep h  and  Hamar  call  for  aid, 

Lofl, 
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Loll:,   and  bewilder'd  in  defpair,  40 

How  piercing  are  the  hapbfs  lover's  cries ! 

What  tender  llrokes  in  melting  accents  rife  ! 
Oh,  what  a  mafter-piece  of  pity's  there  ? 

Nor  goodly  Joah  fhows  thy  fweetnefs  lefs, 
When,like  kind  heaven,he  frees  them  from  diHrefs!  45 
V. 

Hail  thou,  whofe  verfe,  a  living  image,   fhines. 
In  Gideon's  character  your  own  you  drew ! 

As  there  the  graceful  patriot  fhines. 
We  in  that  image  bright  Hillarius  view  ! 

Let  the  low  crowd,  who  love  unvvholcfome  fare,  50 
When  in  thy  words  the  breath  of  angels  flows. 

Like  grofs-fed  fpirits,  fick  in  purer  air. 
Their  earthy  fouls  by  their  dull  tarte  difclofe ! 

Thy  dazzling  genius  fliines  too  bright ! 

And  they,  like  fpe<flres,  flum  the  ftreams  of  light.  55 

But  while  in  Ihades  of  ignorance  they  flray. 

Round  thee  rays  of  knowledge  play, 

'  And  fhew  thee  glittering  in  abilra6led  day 


I 


TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

BESSY,  COUNTESS  OF  ROCHFORD, 

DAUGHTER  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  RIVERS, 
WHEN  WITH  CHILD. 

A  S  when  the  fun  walks  forth  in  flam.ing  gold, 
•'^*-  Mean  plants  may  fmile,  and  humble  flowers 

unfold. 
The  low-laid  lark  the  dilLmt  xther  wings. 
And,  as  llie  foars,  her  daring  anthem  iings  ; 

S  2  So, 
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So,  when  thy  charms  celeftial  views  create,  5 

My  fmiling  fbng  furmounts  my  gloomy  fate. 
Thy  angel-embryo  prompts  my  towering  lays. 
Claims  my  fond  wifh,  and  fires  my  future  praife  : 
May  it,  if  male,  its  grandfire's  image  wear; 
Or  in  its  mother's  charms  confefs  the  fair ;  10 

At  the  kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait ; 
Soft  be  the  pain,  but  prove  the  bleffing  great. 

Hail,  Rivers !  hallow'd  fhade  !  defcend  from  reft  ! 
Defcend  and  fmile,  to  fee  thy  Rochford  bleft  : 
Weep  not  the  fcenes  through  which  my  life  mull  run,  1 5 
Though  fate,  fleet-footed,  fcents  tliy  languid  fon. 
The  bar  that,  darkening,  crofs'd  my  crefted  claim. 
Yields  at  her  charms,  and  brightens  in  their  flame  : 
That  blood  which,  honour'd,  in  thy  Rochford  reigns> 
Jn  cold,  unwilling  wanderings  trac'd  my  veins. 
Want's  wintery  realm  froze  hard  around  my  view ; 
And  fcorn's  keen  blafts  a  cutting  anguifli  blew. 
To  fuch  fad  v/eight  my  gathering  griefs  were  wrought. 
Life  feem'd  not  life,  but  when  convuls'd  with  thought ! 
Decreed  beneath  a  mother's  frown  to  pine,  25 

Madnefs  v/ere  eafe,  to  mifery  form'd  like  mine ! 

Yet  my  Mufe  waits  thee  through  the  realms  of  day. 
Where  lambent  lightnings  round  thy  temples  play. 
Sure  my  fierce  woes  will,  like  thofe  fires,  refine, 
Thus  lofe  their  torture,  and  thus  glorious  fliine !  30 
And  now  the  Mufe  heaven's  milky  path  furveys, 
With  thee,  'twixt  pendent  worlds,  it  wondering  ftrays. 
Worlds  which,  unnumber'd  as  thy  virtues,  roll 
Round  funs— fix'd,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  foul ! 

Hence 
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Hence  lights  refra6led  run  through  diftant  fkies,     35 
Changeful  on  azure  plains  in  quivering  dyes  ! 
So  thy  mind  darted  through  its  earthy  frame, 
A  wide,  a  various,  and  a  glittering  flame. 
Now  a  new  fcene  enormous  luilre  brings. 
Now  feraphs  fliade  thee  round  with  filver  wings ;     40 
In  angel-forms  thou  feeil  thy  Rochford  Ihine  ; 
111  each  fweet  form  is  trac'd  her  beauteous  line ! 
Such  was  her  foul,  ere  this  feleftcd  mould 
Sprung  at  thy  wiili,  the  fparkling  life  t'  infold! 
So  amidft  cherubs  llione  her  fon  rcfin'd,  45 

Are  infant-flefli  the  new-form'd  foul  enflirin'd! 
So  fhall  a  fequent  race  from  Rochford  rife. 
The  world's  fair  pride — Defcendants  of  the  fkies. 


TO    THE     EXCELLENT 

MIRANDA, 
CONSORT  OF  AARON  HILL,  Es(^ 

ON     READING     HER     POEMS. 

T^  ACH  foftening  charm  of  Clio's  fmiling  fong, 

Montague's  foul,  which  fhines  divinely  ilrong, 
Thefc  blend,  with  graceful  eafe,  to  form  thy  rhyme. 
Tender,  yet  chafte  ;  fweet-founding,  yet  fublime  ; 
Wifdom  and  wit  have  made  thy  works  their  care,  5 
Each  pafHon  glows,  refin'd  by  precept,  there  : 
To  fair  Miranda's  form  each  grace  is  kind ; 
The  Mufes  and  the  Virtues  tune  thy  mind. 

S  3  VERSES 


VERSES 

T   O      A 

YOUNG       LADY. 

pOLLY,  from  me,  though  now  a  love-fick  youth. 

Nay,  though  a  poet,  hear  the  voice  of  truth ! 
Polly,  you  're  not  a  beauty,  yet  you  're  pretty ; 
So  grave,  yet  gay  ;   fo  filly,  yet  fo  witty  ; 
A  heart  of  foftnefs,  yet  a  tongue  of  fatire  ;  c; 

You 've  cruelty,  yet,  ev'n  with  that,  goodnature: 
Now  you  are  free,  and  now  referv'd  awhile  ; 
Now  a  forc'd  frown  betrays  a  willing  fmile. 
Reproach'd  for  abfence,  yet  your  fight  deny'd ; 
My  tongue  you  filence,  yet  my  filence  chide.         lo 
How  would  you  praife  me,  fhould  your  fex  defame  1 
Yet,  fhould  they  praife,  grow  jealous,  and  exclaim. 
If  I  defpair,  with  fome  kind  look  you  blefs ; 
But  if  I  hope,  at  once  all  hope  fupprefs. 
You  fcorn ;  yet  ihould  my  pafTion  change,  or  fail,  15 
Too  late  you  'd  whimper  out  a  fofter  tale. 
Ycu  love;  yet  from  your  lover's  wifh  retire; 
Doubt,  yetdilcern;  deny,  and  yet  deiire. 
Such,  Polly,  are  your  fex — part  truth,  part  fiftion. 
Some  thought,  much  whim,  and  all  a  contradidion.  20 


THE 
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THE 

G     E     N      T     L,     E     M     A     N. 

ADDRESSED      TO 

JOHN     JOLIFFE,    Esq^ 

A    Decent  mein,  an  elegance  of  drefs, 
•^^  Words,    which,    at  eafe,   each  winning  grace 

exprefs  ; 
A  life,  where  love,  by  wifdom  poliih'd,  fliines. 
Where  wifdom's  felf  again,  by  love,  refines  ; 
Where  we  to  chance  for  friendfhip  never  truft,        5 
Nor  ever  dread  from  fudden  whim  difguft  ; 
The  fecial  manners,  and  the  heart  humane  ; 
A  nature  ever  great,  and  never  vain  ; 
A  wit,  that  no  licentious  pertnef^^  knows ; 
The  fenfe,  that  unafluming  candour  fhows  ;  10 

Reafon,  by  narrow  principles  uncheck'd. 
Slave  to  no  party,  bigot  to  no  fed  ; 
Knowledge  of  various  life,  of  learning  too  ; 
Thence  tafte;  thence  truth,  which  will  from  tafteenfue  : 
Unwilling  cenfjre,  though  a  judgment  clear;         15 
A  fmile  indulgent,  and  that  fmilc  fincere; 
An  humble,  though  an  elevated  mind  ; 
A  pride,  its  pleafure  but  to  ferve  mankind: 
If  tliefe  efteem  and  admiration  raife ; 
Give  true  delight,  and  gain  unflattering  praife,     20 
In  one  willi'd  view,  th'  accomplifh'd  man  we  fee  ; 
Thefe  graces  all  are  thine,   and  thou  art  He. 

S  4  CHAR  AC- 
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Rev.     JAMES     FOSTER. 


**#•  #**  *##«:>)«, 

FROM  Codex  hear,  ye  ecclefiaftic  men, 
This  pafloral  charge  to  Webfter,  Stebbing,  Ven  ; 

Attend,  ye  emblems  of  your  P 's  mind  ! 

Mark  Faith,  mark  Hope,  mark  charity,  deiin'd ; 
On  terms,  whence  no  ideas  ye  can  draw,  5 

Pin  well  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law ; 
Firft  wealth,  a  crofier  next,  your  hope  enflame  ; 
And  next  church-power — a  power  o'er  confcience, 

claim  ; 
In  modes  of  worlhip  right  of  choice  deny  ; 
Say,  to  convert,  all  means  are  fair; — add,  why?     10 
'Tis  charitable — let  your  power  decree. 
That  Perfecution  then  is  Charity  ; 
Call  reafon  error ;  forms,  not  things,  difplay ; 
Let  moral  dodlrine  to  abilrufe  give  way ; 
Sink  demonllration  ;  myllery  preach  alone  ;  15 

Be  thus  Religion's  friend,  and  thus  your  own. 

But  Poller  well  this  honell  truth  extends— 
Where  Myllery  begins,  Religion  ends. 

In 
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In  him,  great  modern  miracle  !  we  fee 

A  priert,  from  avarice  and  ambition  free ;  20 

One,  whom  no  perfecuting  fpirit  fires  ; 

Whofe  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  infpires  : 

Learn'd  not  afTuming  ;  eloquent,   yet  plain  ; 

Meek,  though  not  timorous ;  confcious,  though  not 

vain  ; 
Without  craft,  reverend;   holy,  without  cant;       25 
Zealous  for  truth,  without  enthufiaft  rant. 
His  faith,  where  no  credulity  is  feen, 
*Twixt  infidel  and  bigot,  marks  the  mean ; 
His  hope,  no  mitre  militant  on  earth, 
'Tis  that  bright  crown,whichheavenreferves  for  worth. 
A  prieft,  in  charity  with  all  mankind, 
His  love  to  virtue,  not  to  fe6l  conjin'd : 
Truth  his  delight ;  from  him  it  flames  abroad. 
From  him,  who  fears  no  being,  but  his  God  • 
In  him  from  Chriftian,  moral  light  can  fhine  ;       35 
Not  mad  with  myftery,  but  a  found  divine  ; 
He  wins  the  wife  and  good,  with  reafon's  lore ; 
Then  ftrikes  their  paffions  with  pathetic  power  ; 
Where  vice  eredls  her  head,  rebukes  the  page ; 
Mix'd  with  rebuke,  perfuafive  charms  engage;     40 
Charm.6,  which  th*  unthinking  mult  to  thought  excite  ; 
Lo  I   vice  lefs  vicious !  virtue  more  upright : 
Him  copy.  Codex,  that  the  good  and  wife. 
Who  fo  abhor  thy  heart,  and  head  defpifc, 
May  fee  thee  now,  though  late,  redeem  thy  name,  45 
And  glorify  what  elfe  is  damnM  to  fame. 

But 
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But  fliould  fome  churchman,  apeing  wit  fevere. 
The  poet  's  fure  turn'd  Baptift — fay,  and  fneer  ; 
Shame  on  that  narrow  mind  fo  often  known. 
Which  in  one  mode  of  faith,  owns  worth  alone.     50 
Sneer  on,  rail,  wrangle !  nought  this  truth  repels— 
Virtue  is  virtue,  wherefoe'er  fhe  dwells ; 
And  fure,  where  learning  gives  her  light  to  fhine, 
Her's  is  all  praife — if  her's,  'tis  Fofter,  thine. 
Thee  boaft  diflenters ;  we  with  pride  may  own      5^ 
Our  Tillotfon;  and  Rome,  her  Fenelon  *. 


THE 

POET'S    DEPENDANCE 

ON        A 

STATESMAN. 

00 ME  feem  to  hint,  and  others  proof  will  bring, 
*^    That,    from  negleft,    my  numerous  hardlhips 
fpring. 

*  In  this  Characler  of  the  Rev.  James  Fofter,  truth 
guided  the  pen  of  the  Mufe.  Mr.  Pope  paid  a  tribute 
to  the  modeft  worth  of  this  excellent  man  :  little  did  he 
imagine  his  Rev.  Annotator  would  endeavour  to  convert 
his  piaife  into  abufe.  The  charader  and  writings  of 
Fofter  will  be  admired  and  read,  when  the  works  of  the 
bitter  Controverfialift  are  forgotten. 

E. 

Seek 
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Seek  the  great  man  1  they  cry — 'tis  then  decreed, 
In  him,  if  I  court  fortune,  I  fucceed. 

What  friends  to  fecond  ?  who  for  me  fhould  fue,    5 
Have  interells,  partial  to  themfelves,  in  view. 
They  own  my  matchlefs  fate  compaflion  draws ; 
They  all  wiih  well,  lament,  but  drop  my  caufe. 

There  are  who  afk  no  penfion,  want  no  place. 
No  title  wiih,  and  would  accept  no  grace.  10 

Can  I  entreat,  they  fhould  for  me  obtain 
The  leall,  who  greateft  for  themfelves  difdain? 
A  ftatefman,  knowing  this,   unkind,  will  cry, 
'I'hofe  love  him  :  let  thofe  ferve  him ! — why  fhould  I  ? 

Say.,  fliall  I  turn  where  lucre  points  my  views  ;     15 
At  firil  defert  my  friends,  at  length  abufe? 
Eut,  on  lefs  terms,  in  promlfe  he  complies: 
Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arife  ; 
I  trull,  am  trufted  on  my  fairy  gain  ; 
And  woes  on  woes  attend,  an  endlefs  train.  20 

Be  ports  difpos'd  at  will ! — I  have,  for  thefe. 
No  gold  to  plead,  no  impudence  to  teaze. 
All  fecret  fcrvice  from  my  foul  I  hate ; 
All  dark  intrigues  of  pleafure,  or  of  ftate. 
I  have  no  power,  ele6lion-votes  to  gain  ;  25 

No  will  to  hackney  out  polemic  llrain  ; 
To  fhape,  as  time  fhall  ferve,  my  verfe,  or  profe. 
To  flatter  thence,  nor  flur,  a  courtier's  foes  ; 
Nor  him  to  daub  with  praife,  if  1  prevail; 
Nor  fhock'd  by  him  with  libels  to  aflail.  ^o 

Where  thefe  are  not,  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 
Though  mine  the  Mufe  and  virtue,  birth  and  wrongs. 

Where 
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Where  lives  the  flatefman,   (o  in  honour  clear, 
To  give  where  he  has  nought  to  hope,  nor  fear? 
No  ! — there  to  feek,  is  but  to  find  frelh  pain  :        35 
The  promife  broke,  renew'd,  and  broke  again ; 
To  be,  as  humour  deigns,  receiv'd,  refus'd ; 
By  turns  affronted,  and  by  turns  amus'd ; 
To  lofe  that  time,  which  v/orthier  thoughts  require ; 
To  lofe  the  health,    which   Ihould   thofe  thoughts 
infpire ;  40 

To  ftarve  an  hope  ;  or,  like  camelions,  fare 
On  miniflerial  faith,  which  means  but  air. 

But  ftill,  undrooping,  I  the  crew  difdain. 
Who,  or  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wealth  obtain. 
Ne'er  let  me  be,  through  thofe,  from  want  exempt ;  45- 
In  one  man's  favour,  in  the  world's  contempt : 
Worfe  in  my  own ! — through  thofe,  to  polls  who  rife, 
Themfelves,  in  fecret,  mull  themfelves  defpife  ; 
Vile,  and  more  vile,  till  they,  at  length,  difclaim 
Not  fenfe  alone  of  glory,  butofihame.  50 

What  though  I  hourly  fee  the  fervile  herd. 
For  meannefs  honour'd,  and  for  guilt  prefer'd ; 
See  felfifh  pafTion,  public  virtue  feem  ; 
And  public  virtue  an  enthufiall  dream  ; 
See  favour 'd  falfehood,  innocence  belied,  55 

Meeknefs  deprefs'd,  and  power-elated  pride  ; 
A  fcene  will  Ihew,  all-righteous  vifion  hafle  ; 
The  meek  exalted,  and  the  proud  debas'd  !  — 
Oh,  to  be  there ! — to  tread  that  friendly  fhore. 
Where  falfehocd,  pride,  and  flatefmen  are  no  more!  60 

But 
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But  ere  indulg'd — ere  fate  my  breath  fhali  claim, 
A  poet  ftill  is  anxious  after  fame. 
What  future  fame  would  my  ambition  crave? 
I'his  were  my  wifli — could  ought  my  memory  favc. 
Say,  when  in  death  my  forrows  lie  repos'd,  65 

That  my  paft  life  no  venal  view  difclos'd ; 
Say,  I  well  knew,  while  in  a  ftate  obfcure. 
Without  the  being  bafe,  the  being  poor  ; 
Say,  I  had  parts,  too  moderate  to  tranfcend : 
Yet  fenfe  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t'  offend  ;  70 

My  heart  fupplying  what  my  head  denied, 
Say  that,  by  Pope  elleem'd  I  liv'd  and  died ; 
Whofe  writings  the  bell:  rules  to  write  could  give ; 
Whofe  life  the  nobler  fcience  how  to  live. 


A    N 

EPISTLE 

T     O 

DAMON      AND      DELIA. 

TT  Ex-iR  Damon,  Delia  hear,  in  candid  lays. 
Truth  without  anger,  without  flattery,  praife  J 
A  bookifh  mind,  with  pedantry  unfraught. 
Oft  a  fedate,  yet  never  gloomy  thought: 
Prompt  to  rejoice,  when  others  pleafure  know,        5 

And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  for  others  woe  ; 

To 
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To  foften  faults,  to  which  a  foe  is  prone. 

And,  in  a  friend's  perfection,  praife  your  own: 

A  will  fmcere,   unknown  to  feliifh  views ; 

A  heart  of  love,  of  gallantry  a  Mufe  ;  lO 

A  delicate,  yet  not  a  jealous  mind; 

A  paffion  ever  fond,  yet  never  blind. 

Glowing  with  amorous,  yet  with  guiltlefs  fires. 

In  ever-eager,  never  grofs  defires : 

A  modeft  honour,  facred  to  contain  1 5 

From  tattling  vanity,  when  fmiles  you  gain ; 

Conftant,  moft  pleas'd  when  beauty  moft  you  pleafe: 

Damon  !   your  picture  's  fhewn  in  tints  like  thefe. 

Say,  Delia!  mull  I  chide  you  or  commend? 
Say,  mull  I  be  your  flatterer  or  your  friend?         20 

To  praife  no  graces  in  a  rival  fair. 
Nor  your  own  foibles  in  a  filler  fpare  ; 
Each  lover's  billet,  bantering,  to  reveal. 
And  never  known  one  fecret  to  conceal ; 
Young,  fickle,  fair,  a  levity  inborn,  25 

To  treat  all  fighing  llaves  with  flippant  fcorn ; 
An  eye,  expreffive  of  a  wandering  mind : 
Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  inclin'd; 
Or  when  a  book,  or  thought,  from  whim  retards. 
Intent  on  fongs  or  novels,  drefs  or  cards ;  30 

Choice  to  feled  the  party  of  delight. 
To  kill  time,  thought,  and  fame,  in  frolic  flight; 
To  Abutter  here,  to  flurry  there  on  wing ; 
To  talk,  to  teaze,  to  fimper,  or  to  fmg ; 
To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it — him  to  trull,  35 

Whofc  vain,  loofe  life,  fhould  caution  or  difguft; 

Him 
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Him  to  diflike,  whofe  modeft  worth  fliould  pleafe.— 
Say,  is  your  piclure  fliewn  in  tints  like  thefe? 
Your's ! — you  deny  it — Hear  the  point  then  tried. 
Let  judgment,  truth,  the  Mufe,  and  love  decide.    40 
What  your's  ! — Nay,  faireft  trifler,  frown  not  fo : 
Is  it?  the  Mufe  with  doubt— Love  anfwers  no: 
You  fmile— Is't  not?    Again  the  queftion  try !— . 
Yes,  judgment  thinks,  and  truth  will  yes,  reply. 


T     O 

MISS     M  .  .  .     H  .  ,  .  , 

SENT      WITH 

Mr.      POPE'S       WORKS. 

O  E  E  female  vice  and  female  folly  here, 

Raillied  with  wit  polite,  or  lafh'd  fevere : 
Let  Pope  prefent  fuch  obje6ls  to  our  view  ; 
Such  are,  my  fair,  the  full  reverfe  of  you. 
Rapt  when,  to  Loddon's  ftream  *   from  Windfor's 
fhades,  5 

He  fmgs  the  modeft  charms  of  fylvan  maids ; 
Dear  Burford's  hills  in  memory's  eye  appear. 
And  Luddal's  fpring  f  ftill  murmurs  in  my  ear: 

But 

•  Alluding  to  the  beautiful  Epifode  of  Loddona,  in 
Windfor  Forefti 

f  A  fpring  near  Burford. 
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But  when  you  ceafe  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes. 
Dumb  is  the  ipring,  the  joylefs  profpeft  dies  :        lo 
Come  then,  my  charmer,  come  !  here  tranfport  reigns! 
New  health,  new  youth,  infpirits  all  my  veins. 
Each  hour  let  intercourfe  of  hearts  employ, 
Thou  life  of  lovelinefs !  thou  foul  of  joy  ! 
Love  wakes  the  birds — oh,  hear  each  melting  lay  !  15 
Love  warms  the  world— come  charmer,  come  away  I 
But  hark ! — immortal  Pope  refumes  the  lyre  1 
Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  infpire  : 
Hark  where  an  angel's  language  tunes  the  line  ! 
See  where  the  thoughts  and  looks  of  angels  fhine !   20 
Here  he  pour'd  all  the  mufic  of  your  tongue, 
And  ail  your  looks  and  thoughts,  unconfcious,  fung. 


ON     THE     RECOVERY    OF 

A    LADY    OF    QUALITY 

FROM    THE    SMALL-POX. 

T   O  N  G  a  lov'd  fair  had  blefs'd  her  confort's  fight 
With  amorous  pride,  and  undifturb'd  delight; 
Till  Death,  grown  envious  with  repugnant  aim, 
Frown'd  at  their  joys,  and  urg*d  a  tyrant's  claim. 

He 
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He  fummons  each  difeafe  ! — the  noxious  crew,         5 
Writhing,  in  dire  diftortions,  firike  his  view  1 
from  various  plagues,  which  various  natures  know. 
Forth  rufhes  beauty's  fcar'd  and  fervent  foe. 
Fierce  to  the  fair,  the  miflile  mifchief  flies. 
The  fanguine  ftreams  in  raging  ferments  rife  I        10 
It  drives,  ignipotent,  through  every  vein, 
Han2:s  on  the  heart,  and  burns  around  the  brain  ! 
Now  a  chill  damp  the  charmer's  luflre  dims ! 
Sad  o'er  her  eyes  the  livid  languor  fvvims  ! 
Her  eyes,  that  with  a  glance  could  joy  infpire,      15 
Like  fetting  ftars,  fcarce  (hoot  a  glimmering  iire. 

Here  ilands  her  confort,  fore,  with  anguilh,  prefl:. 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terror  in  his  breall. 
The  Paphian  Graces,  fmit  with  anxious  care. 
In  filent  forrow  weep  the  waining  fair.  20 

Eight  funs,  fucceffive,  roll  their  fire  away. 
And  eight  flow  nights  fee  their  deep  fliades  decay. 
While  thefe  revolve,  though  mute  each  Mufe  appears. 
Each  fpeaking  eye  drops  eloquence  in  tears. 
On  the  ninth  noon,  great  Phoebus,  lillening  bends !  25 
On  the  ninth  noon,  each  voice  in  prayer  afcends  !^ 
Great  God  of  light,  offong,  and  phyfic's  art, 
Reflore  the  languid  fair,  new  foul  impart  ! 
Her  beauty,  wit,  and  virtue,  claim  thy  care. 
And  thine  own  bounty's  almoft  rival'd  there..        30 

Each  paus'd     The  God  aflents.  Would  Death  ad- 
vance ? 
Phoibus,  unfeen,  arrefls  the  threatening  lance ! 

Vol.  XLI.  T  Down 
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Down  from  his  orb  a  vivid  influence  dreams. 
And  quickening  earth  imbibes  falubrious  beams ; 
Each  bahny  plant,  encreafe  of  virtue  knows,         35 
And  art,  infpir'd,  with  all  her  patron,  glows. 
The  charmer's  opening  eye,  kind  hope,  reveals. 
Kind  hope,  her  confort's  breaft  enlivening  feels. 
Each  grace  revives,  each  Mufe  refumes  the  lyre. 
Each  beauty  brightens  with  re-lumin'd  fire.  40 

As  Health's  aufpicious  powers  gay  life  difplay. 
Death,  fuilen  at  the  fight,  llalks  How  away. 


THE 

F  R  IE  N  D. 

A     N 

EPISTLE 

T    O 

AARON      HILL,    Es<^ 

f\  My  lov'd  Hill,  O  thou  by  heaven  dcfign'd 
^^^   To  charm,  to  mend,  and  to  adorn  mankind  ! 
To  thee  my  hopes,  fears,  joys,  and  forrows  tend. 
Thou  brother,  father,  nearer  yet!— thou  friend! 

If  worldly  friendfhips  oft  cement,  divide,  j 

As  intereils  vary,  or  as  whims  prefide  ; 
If  leagues  of  luxury  borrow  friendfliip's  light. 
Or  leagues  fubverfive  of  all  focial  right : 

Ofay 
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O  fay,  my  Hill,  in  what  propitious  fphere, 
Cain  we  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  fiucerc?    10 
'Tis  where  the  wortiiy  and  the  wife  retire  ; 
There  wealth  may  learn  its  ufe,  may  love  infpire  ; 
Tliere  may  young  worth,  the  noblell  end  obtain. 
In  want  my  friends,  in  friends  may  knowledge  gain  ; 
In  knowledge  blifs ;  for  vyifdom  virfjc  finds,  15 

And  brightens  mortal  to  immortal  minds. 
Kind  then  my  wrongs,  if  love,  like  yours,  fdcceed; 
For  you,  like  virtue,  are  a  friend  indeed. 

Oft  when  you  faw  my  youth  wild  error  knov/. 
Reproof,  foft-hinted,  taught  the  bluih  to  glow.     20 
Young  and  unform'd,  you  firfl:  my  genius  rais'd, 
Juil:  fmil'd  when  faulty,  and  when  moderate  prais'd. 
Me  fhun'd,  me  ruin'd,  fuch  a  mother's  rage  ! 
You  fung,  till  pity  v/ept  o'er  every  page. 
You  call'd  my  lays  and  wrongs  to  early  fame ;       25 
Yet,  yet,  th'  obdurate  mother  felt  no  fliame, 
Pierc'd  as  I  was !  your  counfel  fofien'd  care. 
To  eafe  turn'd  anguifh,  and  to  hope  defpair. 
The  man  who  never  wound  affliAive  feels. 
He  never  felt  the  balmy  worth  that  heals.  30 

Welcome  the  wound,  when  bleft  with  fuch  relief  I 
For  deep  is  felt  the  friend,  when  felt  in  grief. 

From  you  fhall  never,  but  with  life,  remove 
Afpiring  genius,  condefcending  love. 
When  fome,  with  cold,  fupcrior  looks,  redrefs,    ^^ 
Relief  feems  infult,  and  confirms  difirefs  ; 
You,  when  you  view  the  man  with  wrongs  befieg'd. 
While  warm  you  ai^  th'  obliger,  fcem  th'  oblig'd. 
T  2  All- 
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All-winning  mild  to  each  of  lowly  ftate  ; 
To  equals  free,  imfervile  to  the  great  ;  40 

Greatnefs  you  honour,  when  by  worth  acquired  ; 
Worth  is  by  worth  in  every  rank  admir'd. 
Greatnefs  you  fcorn,  when  titles  infult  fpeak ; 
Proud  to  vain  pride,  to  honour'd  meeknefs  meek. 
That  worthlefs  blifs,  which  others  court,  you  fly  ;  45 
That  worthy  woe,  they  fhun,  attrafts  your  eye. 

But  ihall  the  Mufe  refound  alone  your  praife  ; 
No — let  the  public  friend  exalt  her  lays ! 
O  trace  that  fi'iend  with  me  !— he  's  yours  ! — he  's 

•mire  !  — 
The  world's — beneficent  behold  him  fliine  !  50 

Is  wealth  his  fphere  ?     If  riches,  like  a  tide. 
From  either  India  pour  their  golden  pride ; 
Rich  in  good  works,  him  others  wants  em.ploy  ; 
He  gives  the  widow's  heart  to  fing  for  joy. 
To  orphans,  prifoners,  fliall  his  bounty  flow;       55 
The  weeping  family  of  want  and  woe. 

Is  knowledge  his  ?  Benevolently  great. 
In  leifure  aftive,  and  in  care  fedate ; 
What  aid,  his  little  wealth  perchance  denies. 
In  each  hard  inflance  his  advice  fupplies.  60 

With  modelt  truth  he  fets  the  wanderinp-  rieht. 
And  gives  religion  pure,  primeval  light ; 
In  love  difirifive,  as  in  light  refin'd. 
The  liberal  emblem  of  his  Maker's  mind. 

Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  then,  like  power  divine,    65 
On  all,  though  with  a  varied  ray,  will  Ihine. 

Ere 
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}>e  power  was  his,  the  man  he  once  carefs'd, 

Meets  the  fame  faithful  fmile,  and  mutual  breaft : 

But  afks  his  friend  fome  dignity  of  ilate  ; 

His  friend,  unequal  to  th'  incumbent  weight  ?       70 

Afks  it  a  ftranger,  one  whom  parts  infpire 

With  all  a  people's  welfare  would  require  ? 

His  choice  admits  no  paufe  ;  his  gift  will  prove 

All  private,  well  abforb'd  in  public  love. 

He  Ihields  his  country,  when  for  aid  fhe  calls;      75 

Or,  (hould  fhe  fall,  with  her  he  greatly  falls : 

But,  as  proud  Rome,  with  guilty  conqueil  crown'd, 

Spread  flavery,  death  and  defolation  round, 

Should  e'er  his  country,  for  dominion's  prize, 

Againft  the  fons  of  men  a  faction  rife,  8o 

Glory  in  hers,  is  in  his  eye  difgrace  ; 

The  friend  of  truth ;  the  friend  of  human  race. 

Thus  to  no  one,  no  fefl,  no  clime  confin'd. 
His  boundlefs  love  embraces  all  mankind  ; 
And  all  their  virtues  in  his  life  are  known ;  85 

And  all  their  joys  and  forrows  are  his  own. 

Thefe  are  the  lights,   where  flands  that  friend 
confefl: ; 
This,  this  the  fpirit,  which  informs  thy  breail. 
Through  fortune's  cloud  thy  genuine  worth  can  fliine  ; 
What  wbuld'fl  thou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatnefs 
thine  ? 


T  3  AN 


A     N 

E        P        IS        T        L        E 

T     O 

Mr.      JOHN        DYER, 

AUTHOR    OF     GRON  GAR-HILL. 

In  Anfwcr  to  his  from   the  Country  *. 

'XT  O W  various  birds  in  melting  concert  Ting, 
'^'^    And  hail  the  beauty  of  the  opening  fpring: 
Now  to  thy  dreams  the  nightingale  complains, 
Till  the  lark  wakes  thee  with  her  cheerful  ftrains ; 
Wakes,  in  thy  verfe  and  friendihip  ever  kind,         5 
Melodious  comfort  to  my  jarring  mind. 

Oh  could  my  foul  through  depths  of  knowledge  fee. 
Could  I  read  nature  and  mankind  like  thee, 
I  ihould  o'ercome,  or  bear  the  Ihocks  of  fate. 
And  e'en  draw  envy  to  the  humblell  ftate.  10 

Thou  canft  raife  honour  from  each  ill  event. 
From  Ihocks  gain  vigour,  and  from  want  content. 

Think  not  light  poetry  my  life's  chief  care ! 
The  Mufe's  manfion  is,  at  beft,  but  air  ; 
But,  if  more  folid  works  my  meaning  forms,         i^ 
Th'  unfinilh'd  ilruftures  fall  by  fortune's  ftorms. 

Oft  have  I  faid  v/e  falfely  thofe  accufe, 
Whofe  god-like  fouls  life's  middle  ftate  refufe. 
Self-love,  I  cry'd,  there  feeks  ignoble  reft ; 
Care  fleeps  not  calm,  when  millions  wake  unbleft ;  20 

Mean 
*  See  Dyer's  Poems, 
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Mean  let  me  flirink,  or  fpread  fweet  fhade  o'er  all, 
Low  as  the  fhrub,  or  as  the  cedar  tall !  — 
'Twas  vain  !   'twas  wild ! — I  fought  the  middle  ftate. 
And  found  the  good,  and  found  the  truly  great. 

Though  verfe  can  never  give  my  foul  her  aim  ;    2  5 
Though  aftion  only  claims  fubftantial  fame ; 
Though  fate  denies  what  my  proud  wants  require. 
Yet  grant  me,  heaven,  by  knowledge  to  afpirc: 
Thus  to  enquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind ; 
Thus  clear  dimm'd  truth,  and  bid  her  blefs  mankind  ; 
From  the  pierc'd  orphan  thus  draw  fhafts  of  grief  ! 
Arm  want  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief! 
To  ferve  lov'd  liberty  infpire  my  breath  ! 
Or,  if  my  life  be  ufelefs,  grant  me  death  ; 
For  he,  who  ufelefs  is  in  life  furvey'd,  3j 

Burthens  that  world,  his  duty  bids  him  aid. 

Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind. 
Which  he  gains  mofb,  who  leafl:  has  ferv'd  mankind  ? 
Titles,  when  worn  by  fools,  I  dare  defpife  ; 
Yetthey  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wife.    40 
When  high  diftinftion  marks  deferving  heirs, 
Defert  ftill  dignifies  the  mark  it  wears. 
Eut,  who  to  birth  alone  would  honours  owe  ? 
Honours,  if  true,  from  feeds  of  merit  grow. 
Thofe  trees,  with  fweeteft  charms,  invite  our  eyes,  4- 
Which,  from  our  own  engraftment,  fruitful  rife. 
Still  we  love  bell:  what  we  with  labour  gain. 
As  the  child's  dearer  for  the  m.other's  pain. 

The  great  I  would  not  envy  nor  deride  ; 
Nor  Hoop  to  fwell  a  vain  Superior's  pride  ;  50 

T  4  Nor 
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Nor  view  an  Equal's  hope  with  jealous  eyes; 

Nor  crufh  the  wretch  beneath  who  wailine  lies. 

My  fympathizing  breafl  his  grief  can  feel, 

And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I  cannot  heal. 

Ne'er  among  friendfhips  let  me  fow  debate,  55 

Nor  by  another's  fall  advance  my  Hate  ; 

Nor  mifufe  wit  againil  an  abfent  friend: 

Let  me  the  virtues  of  a  foe  defend  1 

In  wealth  and  want  true  minds  preferve  their  weight ; 

Meek,  though  exalted ;  though  difgrac'd,  elate ;    60 

Generous  and  grateful,  vvrong'd  or  help'd  they  live ; 

Grateful  to  ferve,  and  generous  to  forgive. 

This  may  they  learn,   who  clofe  thy  life  attend ; 
Which,  dear  in  memory.  Hill  inllrudls  thy  friend. 
Though  cruel  diilance  bars  my  grofier  eye,  65 

My  foul,  ciear-fighted,  draws  thy  virtue  nigh  ; 
Thro'  her  deep  woe  that  quickening  comfort  gleams. 
And  lights  up  Fortitude  with  Friendfliip's  beams. 
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VERSES 

OCCA  SIGNED     BY    THE 

VICE-PRINCIPAL  of  St.  Mary-Hall,  Oxford. 

Being  prefented  by  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Kn  i  g  h  t, 
to  the  Living  of  GoDSF  I  ELD  in  Essex. 

^Jf  rHILE  by  mean  arts  and  meaner  patrons  rife 
Priefts,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  defpife; 
This  fees  hir  Knight,  in  whofe  tranfcendent  .mind, 
'  Are  wifdom,  purity,  and  truth  enftirin'd. 

"  A  modeft 
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A  modeft  merit  now  flie  plans  to  lift,  5 

Thy  living,  Godsfield  !   falls  her  inilant  gift. 
Let  me  (fhe  faid)  reward  alone  the  wife, 
And  make  the  church-revenue  Virtue's  prize. 

She  fought  the  man  of  honeft,  candid  breafl. 
In  faith,  in  works  of  goodnefs,  full  expreft;  lO 

Though  young,  yet  tutoring  academic  youth 
To  fcience  moral,  and  religious  truth. 
She  fought  where  the  difmterefted  friend. 
The  fcholar,  fage,  and  free  companion  blend  ; 
The  pleafmg  poet,  and  the  deep  divine,  1 5 

She  fought,  (he  found,  and.  Hart !  the  prize  was  thine. 


F         U         L         V         I        A, 

A  POEM, 

T    ET  Fulvia's  wifdom  be  a  flave  to  will, 
■^^  Her  darling  paffions,  fcandal  and  quadrille  ; 
On  friends  and  foes  her  tongue  a  fatire  known. 
Her  deeds  a  fatire  on  herfelf  alone. 
On  her  poor  kindred  deigns  fhe  word  or  look  ?        5 
'Tis  cold  refpcdt,  or  'tis  unjuft  rebuke ; 
Worfe  when  good-natur'd,  than  when  moft  fevers: 
The  jeft  impure  then  pains  the  modeft  ear. 
How  juft  the  fceptic!  the  divine  how  odd! 
What  turns  of  wit  play  fmartly  on  her  God !  10 

The 
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The  fates,  my  neareft  kindred,  foes  decree : 
Fulvia,  when  piqu'd  at  them,  ftrait  pities  me. 
She,  like  Benevolence,  a  fmile  bellows. 
Favours  to  me  indulge  her  fpleen  to  thofe. 
The  banquet  ferv'd,  with  peerefTes  I  fit:  15 

She  tells  my  ftory,  and  repeats  my  wit. 
With  mouth  diftorted,  through  a  founding  nofe 
It  comes,  snow  homelinefs  more  homely  grows. 
With  fee-faw  founds,  and  nonfenfe  not  my  own. 
She  fkrevvs  her  features,  and  Ihe  cracks  her  tone,  20 
How  fine  your  Bailard  1  why  fo  foft  a  ftrain? 
What  fuch  a  Mother  ?  fatirize  again  ! 

Oft  I  objedl — but  fix'd  is  Fulvia's  will— 
Ah!  though  unkind,  fhe  is  my  mother  ftill! 

The  verfe  now  flows,  the  manufcript  fhe  claims.  25 
»Tis  fam'd — The  fame,  each  curious  fair  enflames : 
The  wild-fire  runs ;  from  copy,  copy  grows  : 
The  Brets,  alarm'd,  a  feparate  peace  propofe. 
'Tis  ratified — How  alter'd  Fulvia's  look  1 
My  wit's  degraded,  and  my  caufe  forfook.  30 

Thus  fhe :   What 's  poetry  but  to  amufe  ? 
Might  I  advife — there  are  more  folid  views. 
With  a  cool  air  fhe  adds :    This  tale  is  old : 
Were  it  my  cafe,  it  Ihould  no  more  be  told. 
Complaints — had  I  been  worthy  to  advife —  3^ 

You  know — But  when  are  wits,  like  women,  wife  ? 
True  it  may  take  ;  but,  think  whate'er  you  lift. 
All  love  the  fatire,  none  the  fatirift. 

I  ftart,  I  ftare,  ftand  fix'd,  then  paufe  awhile  ; 
Then  hefitate,  then  ponder  well,  then  fmile.         40 

Madara 
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Madam — a  penfion  loft — and  where  's  amends ! 
Sir  ((he  replies)  indeed  you'll  lofe  your  friends. 
Why  did  1  ftart?   'twas  but  a  change  of  wind — 
Or  the  fame  thing — the  lady  chang'd  her  mind. 
I  bow,  depart,  defpife,  difcern  her  all ;  45 

Nanny  revifiis,  and  difgrac'd  I  fall. 

Let  Fulvia's  fricndlliip  whirl  with  every  whim  I 
A  reed,  a  weather-cock,  a  ihade,  a  dream: 
No  more  the  friendfhip  ihall  be  now  difplay'd 
By  weather-cock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  fhade ;  50 
To  Nanny  fix'd  unvarying  Ihall  it  tend. 
For  fouls,  fo  form'd  alike,  were  form'd  to  blend. 


EPITAPH 

\  O    N       A 

YOUNG       LADY. 

/^LOS'D  are  thofe  eyes,  that  beam'dferaphic  fire; 
^-^  Cold  is  that  breaft,  which  gave  the  world  defire  ; 
Mute  is  the  voice  where  v/inning  foftnefs  warm'd. 
Where  mufic  melted,  and  where  wifdom  charm'd. 
And  lively  wit,  which,  decently  confin'd,  5 

No  prude  e'er  thought  impure,  no  friend  unkind. 
Could  model!:  knowledge,  fair  untrifling  youth, 
Perfuafive  reafon  and  endearing  truth, 

Could 
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Could  honour,  fhewn  in  friendfhips  moH  refin'd. 
And  fenfe,  that  fhields  th'  attempted  virtuous  mind;  i  o 
The  fecial  temper  never  known  to  ftrife. 
The  heightening  graces  that  embellifli  life  ; 
Could  thefe  have  e'er  the  darts  of  death  defied. 
Never,  ah  !   never  had  Melinda  died  ; 
Not"  can  {he  die — ev'n  now  furvives  her  name,       15 
Immortaliz'd  by  friendlhip,  love,  and  fame. 


THE 

GENIUS    OF    LIBERTY. 

A         P      O      E      M. 

Occafioned  by  the  Departure  of  the  Prince  and 
Princefs  of  O  r  a  n  g  e. 

(Written  in  the  Year  1734.) 

TV  ^  ILD  rofe  the  morn  !  the  face  of  nature  bright 
•^   •■•  Wore  one  extenfive  fmile  of  calm  and  light ; 
Wide,  o'er  the  land,  did  hovering  filence  reign. 
Wide  o'er  the  blue  diiFufion  of  the  main  ; 
When  lo !  before  me,  on  the  fouthern  ihore,  5 

Stood  forth  the  power,  whom  Albion's  fons  adore ; 
Bleft  Liberty  1  whofe  charge  is  Albion's  ille  ; 
Whom  Reafon  gives  to  bloom,  and  Truth  to  fmile ; 
Gives  Peace  to  gladden,  flickering  Law  to  fpread. 
Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laurel'd  head,  10 

Rich 
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Rich  induflry  to  view,  with  pleafing  eyes, 
ilcr  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  harvelb  rile. 
In  curious  emblems  every  art,  expreft, 
Glow'd  from  t>:c  loom,  and  brightcn'd  on  his  vefl. 
Science  in  various  lights  attention  won,  15 

Wav'd  on  his  robe,  and  glitter'd  in  the  fun. 

.  My  words,  he  cried,  my  words  obfervance  claim : 
Refound,  ye  Mufes ;  and  receive  them.  Fame! 
Here  was  my  (lation,  when,  o'er  ocean  wide. 
The  great,  third  William,  llretch'd  his  naval  pride :  20 
I  with  my  flicred  influence  fwell'd  his  foul ; 
Th'  enfiav'd  to  free,  th'  enflaver  to  control. 
In  vain  did  waves  difperfe,  and  winds  detain : 
He  came,  he  fav'd ;  in  his  was  feen  my  reign. 
How  jull:,  how  great,  the  plan  his  foul  defign'd,    25 
To  humble  tyrants,  and  fecure  mankind! 
Next  Marlborough  in  his  fceps  fuccefsful  trod: 
This,  godlike  plann'd;  that,  finifli'd  like  a  god! 
And,  while  Opprefiion  fled  to  realms  unknown, 
Europe  was  free,  and  Britain  glorious  flione.         30 

Wiiere  Naffau's  race  extenfive  growth  difplay'd. 
There  Freedom  ever  found  a  fheltering  fliade. 
Still  heaven  is  kind! — See,  from  the  princely  root. 
Millions  to  blefs,  the  branch  aufpicious  fhoot ! 
He  lives,  he  flouriflies,  his  honours  fpread  ;  3  c 

Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  head: 
Nurfe  him,  ye  heavenly  dews,  ye  funny  rays. 
Into  firm  health,  fair  fame,  and  length  of  days  I 

Fie  paus'd,  and  calling  o'er  the  deep  his  eye. 
Where  the  lafl  billow  fwells  into  the  iky,      ^         40 

Where, 
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Where,  in  gay  vifion,  round  th'  horizon's  line. 
The  moving  clouds  with  various  beauty  fhine  ; 
As  dropping  from  their  bofom,  ting'd  v/ith  gold. 
Shoots  forth  a  fail,  araufive  to  behold! 
Lo!  while  its  light  the  glowing  wave  returns,        45 
Broad  like  a  fun  the  bark  approaching  burns. 
Near,  and  more  near,  great  NaiTau  foon  he  fpy'd. 
And  beauteous  Anna,  Britain's  eldeft  pride  1 
Thus  fpoke  the  Genius,  as  advanc'd  the  fail- 
Hail,  blooming  hero  1  high-born  princefs,  hail !    50 
Thy  charms  thy  mother's  love  of  truth  difplay. 
Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty's  ray  ; 
Her  dignity  ;  which,  copying  the  divine, 
Soften'd,  through  condefcenfion,  learns  to  fhine. 
Greatnefs  of  thought,  with  prudence  for  its  guide ;  55 
Knowledge,  from  nature  and  from  art  fupply'd ; 
To  nobleft  objects  pointed  various  ways ; 
Pointed  by  judgment's  clear,  unerring  rays. 

What  manly  virtues  in  her  mind  excel ! 
Yet  on  her  heart  what  tender  paflions  dwell !  60 

For  ah !  what  pangs  did  late  her  peace  deilroy. 
To  part  with  thee,  fo  wont  to  give  her  joy  ! 
How  heav'd  her  breall,  how  fadden'd  was  her  mein '. 
All  in  the  mother  then  was  loft  the  queen. 
The  fwelling  tear  then  dimm'd  her  parting  view,  65 
The  ftruggling  figh  ftopp'd  fhort  her  laft  adieu : 
Ev'n  now  thy  fancied  perils  fill  her  mind ; 
The  fecret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  rifmg  wind  ; 
The  fhoal,  fo  treacherous,  near  the  tempting  land  ; 
Th'  ingulphing  whirlpool,  and  the  fwaliowing  fand ;  70 

Thefe 
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Thefe  fancied  perils  all,  by  day,  by  night, 
In  thoughts  alarm  her,  and  in  dreams  affright ; 
For  thee  her  heart  unceafing  love  declares. 
In  doubts,  in  hopes,  in  wiOies,  and  in  prayers! 
Her  prayers  are  heard! — Forme,  'tis  thine  to  brave  75 
The  fand,  the  fhoal,  rock,  whirlpool,  wind,  and  wave : 
Kind  Safety  waits,  to  waft  thee  gently  o'er. 
And  Joy  to  greet  thee  on  the  Belgic  Ihore. 

May  future  times,  v/hen  their  fond  praife  would  tell 
How  moPii  their  favourite  charadlers  excel ;  80 

How  bleft  1  how  great ! — then  may  their  fongs  declare. 
So  great !  fo  bleft ! — fuch  Anne  and  Naflau  were. 

E       GR.^CO      RUF. 

qjji  te  videt  beatus  est, 
beatior.  qjj  i  te  audiet, 
qjji  basiat  semideus  est, 
qvl  te    potitur   est    deus. 

Buchanan*. 
THE  FOx^EGOING   LINES  PARAPHRASED. 
I. 
TTAPPY  the  man,  who,  in  thy  fparkling  eyes. 

His  amorous  wifhes  fees,  refiefting,  play; 
Sees  little  laughing  Cupids,  glancing,  rife. 
And,  in  foft-fwimming  languor,  die  away. 
11. 
Still  happier  he !  to  whom  thy  meanings  roll 

In  founds  which  love,  harmonious  love,  infpire; 
On  his  charm'd  ear  fits,  rapt,  his  liftening  foul. 
Till  admiration  form  intenfe  defire. 

III.  Half- 
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TIL 

Half-deity  is  he  who  warm  may  prefs 

Thy  lip,  foft-fwelling  to  "the  kindling  kifs  ; 

And  may  that  lip  aflentive  warmth  exprefs. 
Till  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  blifs ! 
IV. 

Circling*  thy  walft,  and  circled  in  thy  arms. 
Who,  melting  on  thy  mutual-melting^breaft, 

Entranc'd  enjoys  love's  whole  luxurious  charms, 

■    Is  all  a  God  ! — is  of  all  heaven  pofleft. 


THE 

EiMPLOYPvlENT    OF    BEAUTY. 

■        A  P      O    .  E      M. 

AddrefTed  toMrs.BRi  dget  Jones,  a  young  Widow 
Lady  of  Llanelly,  Caermarthenfhire. 

/^NCE  Beauty,  wiflilng  fond  defire  to  move, 
^■^^   Contriv'd  to  catch  the  heart  of  wandering  Love. 
Come,  pureft  atoms !    Beauty  aid  implores ; 
For  new  foft  texture  leave  astherial  ftores. 
They  come,  they  croud,  they  fhining  hues  unfold,    5 
Be  theirs  a  form,  which  Beauty's  felf  Ihall  mould! 
To  mould  my  charmer's  form  ihe  all  apply 'd  — 
Whence  Cambria  boalts  the  birth  of  Nature's  pride. 

She  calls  the  Graces — Such  is  Beauty's  Hate, 
Prompt,  at  her  call,  th'  obedient  Graces  wait.      10 

■  Firll 
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FIrft  your  fair  feet  they  fhape,  and  (hape  to  pleafe ; 
Each  flands  defign'd  for  dignity  and  eafe. 
Firm,  on  thefe  curious  pedeftals,  depend 
Two  polifh'd  pillars  ;  which,  as  fair,  afcend  ; 
From  well-wrought  knees,  more  fair,  more  large, 
they  rife  ;  i  5 

Seen  by  the  Mufe,  though  hid  from  mortal  eyes. 
More  polilli'd  yet,  your  fabric  each  fuftains ; 
That  pureft  temple  where  perfedion  reigns, 
A  fmall,  fweet  circle  forms  your  faultlefs  walft. 
By  Beauty  fhap'd,  to  be  by  Love  embrac'd.  20 

Beyond  that  lefTening  waift,  two  orbs  devife. 
What  fwelling  charms,  in  fair  proportion,  rife !     ^ 
Frefh  peeping  there,  two  blulhing  buds  are  found. 
Each  like  a  rofe,  which  lilies  white  furround. 
There  feeling  fenfe,  let  pitying  fighs  infpirc,         25 
Till  panting  pity  fwells  to  warm  defirc :    - 
Defire,  though  warm,  is  chafte;  each  warmeft  kifs. 
All  rapture  chafte,  when  Hymen  bids  the  blifs. 
Rounding  and  foft,  two  taper  arms  defcend  ; 
Two  fnow- white  hands,  in  taper  fingers,  end.      30 
Lo!  cunning  Beauty,  on  each  palm,  defigns 
Love's  fortune  and  your  own,  in  myilic  lines ; 
And  lovely  whitenefs,  either  arm  contains, 
Diverfified  v/ith  azure-wandering  veins  ; 
The  v/andering  veins  conceal  a  generous  flood,      35 
The  purple  treafure  of  celeiHal  blood. 
Rounding  and  white  your  neck,  as  curious,  rears 
O'er  all  a  face,  where  Beauty's  felf  appears. 

Vol.  XLI.  U  Her 


190  SAVAGE'S     POEMS. 

Her  foft  attendants  fmooth  the  fpotlefs  fkin. 

And,  fmoothly-oval,  turn  the  fhapely  chin  ;  40 

The  fnapely  chin,  to  Beauty's  rifing  face. 

Shall,  doubling  gently,  give  a  double  grace. 

And  foon  fweet-opening,  rofy  lips  difclofe 

The  well-rang'd  teeth,  in  lily-whitening  rows  ; 

Here  life  is  breath'd,  and  florid  life  afTumes  45 

A  breath,  whofe  fragrance  vies  with  vernal  blooms ; 

And  two  fair  cheeks  give  modefty  to  raife 

A  beauteous  blufh  atpraife,  though  juft  the  praife. 

And  nature  now,  from  each  kind  ray,  fupplies 

Soft,  clement  fmiles,  and  love-infpiring  eyes  ;       50 

New  Graces,  to  thofe  eyes,  mild  fhades,  allow  ; 

Fringe  their  fair  lids,  and  pencil  either  brow. 

While  fenfe  of  vifion  lights  up  orbs  fo  rare. 

May  none,  but  pleafmg  objeds,  vifit  there ! 

Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  fenfe  empowers,    55 

To  draw  rich  fcent  from  aromatic  flowers) 

In  ftrudure  neat,  and  deck'd  with  polifli'd  grace. 

Shall  equal  iirft,  then  heighten,  Beauty's  face. 

To  fmelling  fenfe,  oh,  may  the  flowery  year. 

It's  firft,  laft,  choiceft  incenfe,  offer  here !  60 

Tranfparent  next,  two  curious  crefcents  bound 

The  two-fold  entrance  of  infpiring  found. 

And,  granting  a  new  power  of  fenfe  to  hear. 

New  finer  organs  form  each  curious  ear  ; 

Form  to  imbibe  what  moii  the  foul  can  move,        65 

Mufic  and  Reafon,  Poefy  and  Love. 

Next,  on  an  open  front,  is  pleafmg  wrought 

A  penlive  fweetnefs,  born  of  patient  thought : 

Above 
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Above  your  lucid  llioulders  locks  dilplay'd. 
Prone  to  defcend,  fhall  foften  light  with  fnade.      70 
All,  with  a  namelefs  air  and  mein,  unite. 
And,  as  you  move,  each  movement  is  delight. 
Tun'd  is  your  melting  tongue  and  equal  mind. 
At  once  by  knowledge  heightened  and  refin'd. 

The  Virtues  next  to  Beauty's  nod  incline  ;  75 

For,  where  they  lend  not  light,  (he  cannot  fhine ; 
Let  thefe,  the  temperate  lenle  of"  tafle  reveal. 
And  give,  while  nature  fpreads  the  fimple  meal. 
The  palate  pure,  to  relifh  health  defign'd. 
From  luxury  as  taintlefs  as  your  mind.  So 

The  Virtues,  Challity  and  Truth,  impart. 
And  mould  to  fvveet  benevolence  your  heart. 

Thus  Beauty  finifh'd — Thus  fhe  gains  the  fwav. 
And  Love  ftill  follows  where  fhe  leads  the  way. 
From  every  gift  of  heaven,  to  charm  is  thine;       S^ 
To  love,  to  praife,  and  to  adore,  be  mine. 


SENT      TO 

Mrs.    BRIDGET    JONES, 

WITH      THE 

WANDERER. 

Alluding  to  an  Epifode,  where  a  young  Man  turns 
Hermit,  for  the  lofs  of  his  wife  Olympia. 

Vf^HEN  with  deliglit  fond  Love  on  Beauty  dwelt. 

While  this  ths  youth,  and  that  the  fair  expreil. 
Faint  was  his  joy  compar'd  to  what  I  felt. 
When  in  my  angel  Biddy's  prefence  blelL 

U  2  Tell 
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Tell  her,  my  Mufe,  in  foft,  fad,  fighing  breath. 

If  fhe  his  piercing  grief  can  pitying  fee, 
Worfe  than  to  him  was  his  Olympiads  death. 

From  her  each  moment's  abfence  is  to  me. 


O     N 

FALSE     HISTORIANS: 
A        SATIRE. 

OURE  of  all  plagues  with  which  dull  profe  is  curft, 
■     Scandals,  from  falfe  hiftorians,  fpot  the  woril. 
In  queii  of  thefe  the  Mufe  fhall  firft  advance. 
Bold,  to  explore  the  regions  of  romance  ; 
Romance,  caH'd  Hillory — Lo !  at  once  fhe  fkims    5 
The  vifionary  world  of  monkiih  whims; 
Where  fallacy,  in  legends,  wildly  Ihines, 
And  vengeance  glares  from  violated  ihrines ; 
Where  faints  perform  all  tricks,  and  ftartle  thought 
With  many  a  miracle  that  ne'er  was  wrought ;      10 
Saints  that  never  liv'd,  or  fuch  as  juftice  paints. 
Jugglers,  on  fuperftition  palm'd  for  faints. 
Here,  canoniz'd,  let  creed-mongers  be  Ihown, 
Red-letter'd  faints,  and  red  affaffins  known ; 
While  thofe  they  martyr'd,  fuch  as  angels  rofe  !    15 
All  black  enroUM  among  religion's,  foes, 

Snatch'd 
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Snatch'd  by  fulphureous  clouds,  a  lye  proclaims 
Numbered  with  fiends,  and  plung'd  in  endlsfs  flames. 

Hiftory,  from  air  or  deep  draws  many  a  fpright, 
S'jch  as,  from  nurfe  orprieft,  might  boys  aff/ight;  20 
Or  fuch  as  but  o'er  feverifh  flumbers  fly. 
And  fix  in  melancholy  frenzy's  eye. 
Now  meteors  make  enthufiafl-wonder  l^are. 
And  image  wild  portentous  wars  in  air ! 
Seers  fall  intranc'd  !  fome  wizard's  lawlefs  (Idll     25 
Now  whirls,  now  fetters  nature's  works  at  will ! 
Thus  Hiftory,  by  machine,  mock-epic,  feems. 
Not  from  poetic,  but  from  m.onkilh  dreams. 

The  devil,  who  priell  and  forcerer  muft  obey, 
The  forcerer  us'd  to  raife,  the  parfon  lay,  30 

When  Echard  wav'd  his  pen,  the  hiilory  fhows. 
The  parfon  conjur'd,  and  the  fiend  uprofe. 
A  camp  at  diftance,  and  the  fcene  a  wood, 
Here  enter'd  Noll,  and  there  old  Satan  flood: 
No  tail  his  rump,  his  foot  no  hoof  reveal'd  ;  35 

Like  a  wife  cuckold,  with  his  horns  conceal'd: 
Not  a  gay  ferpent,  glittering  to  the  eye  ; 
But  more  than  ferpent,  or  than  harlot  fly: 
For,  lawyer-like,  a  fiend  no  wit  can  fcape. 
The  demon  (lands  confell  in  proper  fliape !  40 

Now  fpreads  his  parchment,  now  is  fign'd  the  fcroll; 
Thus  Noll  gains  empire,  and  the  devil  has  Noll. 

Wondrous  hiftorian !   thus  account  for  evil. 
And  thus  for  its  fuccefs — 'tis  all  the  devil. 
Though  ne'er  that  devil  we  faw,  yet  one  we  fee,—  45 
One  of  an  author  fure,  and — thou  art  he. 

U  3  But 
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But  duilcy  phantoms,  Mufe,  no  more  purfue  ! 
Now  clearer  objedls  open — yet  untrue. 
Awful  the  genuine  hiftorian's  name  I 
Falfe  ones — with  what  materials  build  they  fame  ;   50 
Fabricks  of  fame,  by  dirty  means  made  good. 
As  nelb  of  martins  are  compiled  of  mud. 
Peace  be  with  Curll — with  him  I  wave  all  ftrife^ 
Who  pens  each  felon's,  and  each  ador's  life  ; 
Biography  that  cooks  the  devil's  martyrs,  55 

And  lards  with  lufcious  rapes  the  cheats  of  Chartres. 

Materials,  which  belief  in  gazettes  claim, 
Loofe-flrung,  run  gingling  into  Hlftory's  name. 
Thick  as  Egyptian  clouds  of  raining  flies  ; 
As  thick  as  worms  where  man  corrupting  lies ;      60 
As  peRs  obfcene  that  haunt  the  ruin'd  pile  ; 
As  monitcrs  floundering  in  the  muddy  Nile ; 
Minutes,  Memoirs,  Views  and  Reviews  appear. 
Where  flander  darkens  each  recorded  year. 
In  a  paft  reign  is  feign'd  fome  amorous  league ;    65 
Some  ring  or  letter  now  reveals  th'  intrigue: 
Queens,  with  their  minions,  work  unfeemly  things. 
And  boys  grow  dukes,  when  catamites  to  kings. 
Does  a  prince  die  ?  What  poifons  they  furmife  1 
No  royal  mortal  fure  by  nature  dies.  70 

Is  a  prince  born  ?  What  birth  more  bafe  belie vM ? 
Or,  what's  more  ftrange,  his  mother  ne*er  conceiv'd! 
Thus  flander  popular  o'er  truth  prevails. 
And  eafy  minds  imbibe  romantic  tales. 
Thus,  'Head  of  hiftory,  fuch  authors  raife  75 

Mere  crude  wild  novels  of  bad  hints  for  plays. 

Some 
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Some  ufurp  names — an  Engllfli  garreteer. 
From  Minutes  forg'd,  is  Monfieur  Mefnager*. 

Some,   while  on  good  or  ill  fuccefs  they  ftare, 
Give  condudl  a  complexion  dark  or  fair :  80 

Others,  as  little  to  enquiry  prone. 
Account  for  aftions,  though  their  fpring  's  unknown. 

One  rtatefman  vices  has,  and  virtues  too ; 
Hence  will  contefted  charafter  enfue. 
View  but  the  black,  he 's  fiend ;  the  bright  but  fcan,  85 
He  's  angel :  view  him  all — he  's  ftill  a  man. 
But  fuch  hirtorians  all  accufe,  acquit; 
No  virtue  thefe,  and  thofe  no  vice  admit ; 
For  either  in  a  friend  no  fmlt  will  know, 
And  neither  own  a  virtue  in  a  foe.  90 

Where  hear-fay  knowledge  fits  on  public  names. 
And  bold  conjefture  or  extols  or  blames, 
Spring  party  libels ;  from  whofe  afhes  dead, 
A  monller,  mifnam'd  Hiftory,  lifts  its  head. 
Contending  factions  croud  to  hear  its  roar !  9^ 

But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  noife  no  more. 
From  thefe  no  anfwer,  no  applaufe  from  thofe. 
O'er  half  they  fimper,  and  o'er  half  they  doze. 
So  when  in  fenate,  with  egregious  pate. 

Perks  up  Sir in  fome  deep  debate  ;         1 00 

U  4  He 

*  The  Minutes  of  Mons.  Mesnager  j  a  book 
calculated  to  vilify  the  adminiliiation  in  the  four  jaft 
years  of  queen  Anne's  reign.  The  truth  is,  that  this 
libel  was  not  written  by  Monf.  Mefnager,  neither  was 
any  fuch  book  ever  printed  in  the  French  tongue,  from 
which  it  is  impudently  faid  in  the  title-page  to  be  tran- 
flated.     Savage. 
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He  hems,  looks  wife,  tunes  thin  his  labouring  throat, 
To  prove  black  white,  poftpone  or  palm  the  vote : 
In  fly  contempt,  fome.  Hear  him  !  Hear  him  1  cry; 
Some  yawn,  fome  fneer ;  none  fecond,  none  reply. 

But  dare  fuch  mifcreants  now  rulh  abroad,        105 
Ey  blanket,  cane,  pump,  pillory,  unaw'd? 
Dare  they  imp  falfehood  thus,  and  plume  her  wings. 
From  prefent  charafters  and  recent  things  ? 
Yes:  What  untruths  1  or  truths  in  what  difguifel 
What  Boyers  and  what  Oldmixons  arife !  no 

What  fads  from  all  but  them  and  Slander  fcreen'd ! 
Here  meets  a  council,  no  where  elfe  conven'd  ; 
There,  from  originals,  come,  thick  as  fpawn. 
Letters  ne'er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn  ; 
To  feeret  conference  never  held  they  yoke,         115 
Treaties  ne*er  plann'd,  and  fpeeches  never  fpoke. 
From,  Oldmixon,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know, 
Like  Sin  from  Satan's  far  and  wide  they  go. 

iln  vain  may  St.  John  fafe  in  confcience  fit ; 
In  vain  with  truth  confute,  contemn  with  wit :     1 20 
Confute,  contemn,  amid  felefted  friends ; 
There  finks  the  juftice,  there  the  fatire  ends, 
Here,  though  a  century  fcarce  fuch  leaves  unclofe, 
From  mould  and  dufl  the  flander  facred  grows. 
Now  none  reply  where  all  defpife  the  page ;         125 
But  will  dumb  fcorn  deceive  no  future  age  ? 
Then,  fliould  dull  periods  cloud  not  feeming  fad. 
Will  no  fine  pen  th'  unanfwer'd  lie  extrad  ? 
W^ell-fet  in  plan,  and  poliih'd  into  ftile. 
Fair  and  more  fair  may  finifti'd  fraud  beguile ;    130 

By 
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By  every  language  fnatch'd,  by  time  receiv'd. 
In  every  clime,  by  every  age  believ'd : 
How  vain  to  virtue  truft  the  great  their  name. 
When  fuch  their  lot  for  infamy  or  fame  ? 


CHARACTER. 

Tp  AIR  Truth,  in  courts  where  Juftice  fhould  prefide. 

Alike  the  Judge  and  Advocate  would  guide  ; 
And  thefe  would  vie  each  dubious  point  to  clear. 
To  Hop  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tear ; 
Were  all,  like  Yorke,  of  delicate  addrefs,  5 

Strength  to  difcern,  and  fweetnefs  to  exprefs, 
Learn'd,  juft,  polite,  born  every  heart  to  gain. 
Like  Cummins  mild;  like  *  Fortefcue  humane. 
All-eloquent  of  truth,  divinely  known. 
So  deep,   To  clear,  all  Science  is  his  own.  10 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  head. 
In  hidory,  rhetoric,  ethics,  law,  unread ; 
How  far  unlike  fuch  worthies,  once  a  drudge. 
From  floundering  in  low  cafes,  rofe  a  Judge. 
Form*d  to  make  pleaders  laugh,  his  nonfenfe  thunders. 
And,  on  low  juries,  breathes  contagious  blunders. 

His 

*  The  honourable  William  Fortefcue,  Efq;  one  of  the 
Juftices  of  His  Majeily's  Court  of  Common  Pleas. 
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His  brothers  bluili,  becaufe  no  blufh  he  knows. 
Nor  e'er  *  **  one  uncorrupted  finger  fhows." 
See,  drunk  with  power,  the  circuit-lord  expreft ! 
Full,  in  his  eye,  his  betters  ftand  confeft ;  20 

Whofe  wealth,  birth,  virtue,  from  a  tongue  fo  loofe, 
'Scape  not  provincial,  vile,  buffoon  abufe. 
Still  to  what  circuit  is  affign'd  his  name, 
There,  fwift  before  him,  flies  the  warner — Fame. 
Conteft  ftops  ftiort,  Confent  yields  every  caufe      25 
To  Coft ;  Delay,  endures  them,  and  withdraws. 
But  how  'fcape  prifoners  ?  To  their  trial  chain'd. 
All,  all  Ihall  ftand  condemn'd,  who  ftand  arraign'd. 
Dire  guilt,  which  elfe  would  deteftation  caufe, 
Prejudg'd  with  infult,  wonderous  pity  draws.         30 
But  'fcapes  e'en  Innocence  his  harfti  harangue  ? 
Alas  ! — e'en  Innocence  itfelf  muft  hang ; 
Muft  hang  to  pleafe  him,  when  of  fpleen  poffeft ; 
Muft  hang  to  bring  forth  an  abortive  jeft. 

Why  liv'd  he  not  ere  Star-chambers  had  fail'd,    35 
When  fine,  tax,  cenfure,  all  but  law  prevail'd ; 
Or  law,  fubfervient  to  fome  murderous  will. 
Became  a  precedent  to  murder  ftill  ? 
Yet  ev'n  when  patriots  did  for  traitors  bleed. 
Was  e'er  the  jobb  to  fuch  a  flave  decreed,  40 

Whofe  favage  mind  wants  fophift-art  to  draw. 
O'er  murder'd  virtue,  fpacious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  Student,  when  the  bench  your  youth  admits ; 
Where,  though  the  worft,  with  the  beft  rank'd  he  fits ; 

Where 

*  When  Page  one  uncorrupted  finger  fliows. 

D.  of  Wharton, 
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Where  found  opinions  you  attentive  write,  45 

As  once  a  Raymond,  now  a  Lee  to  cite. 

Why  paufe  you  fcornful  when  he  dins  the  court  ? 

Note  well  his  cruel  quirks,  and  well  report. 

Let  his  own  words  againft  himfclf  point  clear 

Satire  more  (harp  than  verfe  when  moft  fevere.      50 


H 


On     Mrs.     JONES, 


Grandmother  to  Mrs.  Bridget  Jones,  of  Llanelly 
in  Caermarthenfhire. 

T  N  her,  whofe  relicks  mark  this  facred  earth. 

Shone  all  domeftic  and  all  focial  worth  : 
Firft,  heaven  her  hope  with  early  offspring  crown'd; 
And  thence  a  fecond  race  rofe  numerous  round. 
Heaven  to  induftrious  virtue  bleffmg  lent,  5 

And  all  was  competence,  and  all  content. 

Though  frugal  care,  in  Wifdom's  eye  admired. 
Knew  to  preferve  what  induftry  requir'd ; 
Yet,  at  her  board  with  decent  plenty  bleft. 
The  journeying  ftranger  fat  a  welcome  guell.  10 

Preft  on  all  fides,  did  trading  neighbours  fear 
Ruin,  which  hung  o'er  exigence  fevere? 
Farewel  the  friend,  who  fpar'd  th'  aififtant  loan — 
A  neighbour's  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 
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Did  piteous  lazars  oft  attend  her  door  ?  15 

She  gave  —  farewel  the  parent  of  the  poor. 

Youth,  age,  and  want,  once  cheer'd,  now  fighing  fwell, 

Blefs  her  lov'd  name,  and  weep  a  lafi  farewel. 


VALENTINE'S     DAY. 
A         POEM. 

ADDRESSED 

TO    A     YOUNG     V/IDOW    LADY. 

/i  DIEU,  ye  rocks  that  witnefs'd  once  my  flame, 
•*^  Return'd  my  fighs,  and  echo'd  Chloe's  name  ! 
Cambria,  farewel !— my  Chloe's  charms  no  more 
Invite  my  fteps  along  Llanelly's  Ihore  ^ 
There  no  wild  dens  conceal  voracious  foes,  5 

The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibious  monfter  knows ; 
No  crocodile  there  flefh'd  with  prey  appears. 
And  o'er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  cruel  tears ; 
No  falfe  hy.-ena,  feigning  human  grief. 
There  murders  him,  whofe  goodnefs  means  relief:   10 
Yet  tides,  confpiring  with  unfaithful  ground. 
Though  diftant  feen,  with  treacherous  arms,  furround. 
There  quickfends,  thick  as  beauty's  fnares,  annoy. 
Look  fair  to  tempt,   and  whom  they  tempt,  deftroy. 
I  watch'd  the  feas,  I  pac'd  the  fands  with  care,     15 
Efcap'd,  but  wildly  rufh'd  on  beauty's  fnare. 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  —better  far,  than  by  that  fnare  overpow'rd, 
Had  fands  engulf'd  me,  or  had  feas  devour'd. 

Far  from  that  Ihore,  where  fyren-beauty  dwells. 
And  wraps  fweet  ruin  in  refiftlefs  fpells  ;  20 

From  Cambrian  plains  ;  which  Chloe's  luftre  boaft. 
Me  native  England  yields  a  fafer  coall. 
Chloe,  farewel ! — Now  feas,  with  boifterous  pride. 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  far  divide  : 
Yet  while  each  plant,  which  vernal  youth  refames,  25 
Feels  the  green  blood  afcend  in  future  blooms; 
While  little  feather'd  fongfters  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair. 
The  Mufe  exults,  to  beauty  tunes  the  lyre. 
And  willing  Loves  the  fwelling  notes  infpire.         30 

Sure  on  this  day,  when  hope  attains  fuccefs. 
Bright  Venus  firll  did  young  Adonis  blefs. 
Her  charms  not  brighter,  Chloe,  fure  than  thine  ; 
Though  fiufh'd  his  youth,  not  more  his  warmth  than 

mine. 
Sequefter'd  far  within  a  myrtle  grove,  35 

Whofe  blooming  bofom  courts  retiring  love ; 
Where  a  clear  fun,  the  blue  ferene  difplays. 
And  (beds,  through  vernal  air,  attemper'd  rays ; 
Where  flowers  their  aromatic  incenfe  bring, 
And  fragrant  fiourilh  in  eternal  fpring  ;  40 

There  mate  to  mate  each  dove  refponfive  coos. 
While  this  aflents,  as  that  enamour'd  woos. 
There  rills  amufive,  fend  from  rocks  around, 
A  folitary,  pleafmg,  murmuring  found; 

Then 


-<< 
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Then  form  a  limpid  lake.     The  lake  ferene  45 

Reflefts  the  wonders  of  the  blifsful  fcene. 

To  love  the  birds  attune  their  chirping  throats. 

And  on  each  breeze  immortal  mufic  floats. 

There  feated  on  a  rifing  turf  is  feen. 

Graceful,  in  loofe  array,  the  Cyprian  queen ;        50 

All  frefli  and  fair,  all  mild,  as  Ocean  gave 

The  goddefs,  rifmg  from  the  azure  wave  ; 

Diihevel'd  locks  diftil  celeftial  dews, 

And  all  her  limbs,  divine  perfumes  difFufe. 

Her  voice  fo  charms,  the  plumy,  warbling  throngs,  55 

In  liilening  wonder  loft,  fufpend  their  fongs. 

It  founds — '*  Why  loiters  my  Adonis?" — cry, 

**  Why  loiters  my  Adonis ;" — rocks  reply. 

Oh,  come  away  !" — they  thrice,  repeating,  fay  ; 
And  Echo  thrice  repeats, — **  Oh,  come  away  1" —  60 
Kind  zephyrs  waft  them  to  her  lover's  ears ; 
Who,  inftant  at  th'  inchanting  call,  appears. 
Her  placid  eye,  where  fparkling  joy  refines. 
Benignant,  with  alluring  luftre  Ihines. 
His  locks ,  which,  in  loofe  ringlets,  charm  the  view,  65 
Float  carelefs,  lucid  from  their  amber  hue. 
A  myrtle  wreath  her  rofy  fingers  frame. 
Which,  from  her  hand,  his  polifh'd  temples  claim  ; 
His  temples  fair,  a  ftreaking  beauty  ftains, 
As  fmooth  white  marble  (hines  with  azure  veins.   70 
He  kneel'd.     Her  fnowy  hand  he  trembling  feiz'd, 
juft  lifted  to  his  lip,  and  gently  fqueez'd ; 
The  meaning  fqueeze  return'd,  love  caught  its  lore 
And  enter'd,  at  his  palm,  through  every  pore. 

Then 
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Then  fwell'd  her  downy  breafts,  till  then  enclos'd,  75 
Faft  heaving,  half-conceal'd  and  half-expos'd  : 
Soft  file  reclines.     He,  as  they  fall  and  rife. 
Hangs,  hovering  o'er  them,  with  enamour'd  eyes. 
And,  warm'd,  grows  wanton — As  he  thus  admir'd. 
He  pry'd,  he  touch'd,  and  with  the  touch  was  fir'd.  80 
Half-angry,  yet  half-pleas'd,  her  frown  beguiles 
The  boy  to  fear;   but,  at  his  fear,  fhe  fmiles. 
The  youth  lefs  timorous  and  the  fair  lefs  coy. 
Supinely  amorous  they  reclining  toy. 
More  amorous  ftill  his  fanguine  meaning  ftole        85 
In  willful  glances,  to  her  foftening  foul  : 
In  her  fair  eye  her  foftening  foul  he  reads ; 
To  freedom,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  fucceeds. 
With  confcious  blufli,  th'  impaiTion'd  charmer  burns; 
And,  blufh  for  blufh,  th'  impaffion'd  youth  returns.  90 
They  look,  they  languifh,  figh  with  pleafing  pain. 
And  wifh  and  gaze,  and  gaze  and  wifli  again. 
'Twixt  her  white,  parting  bofom  rteals  the  boy. 
And  more  than  hope  preludes  tumultuous  joy  ; 
Through  every  vein  the  vigorous  tranfport  ran,    95 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  brac'd  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling,  yet  yielding,  half  o'erpower'd,  fhe  pants. 
Seems  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 
Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a  curling  vine, 
Fond  limbs  with  limbs,  in  amorous  folds,  entwine.  100 
Lips  prefs  on  lips,  carefiing  and  carell:, 
Now  eye  darts  flame  to  eye,  and  breall  to  breaft. 
All  Ihe  refigns,  as  dear  defires  incite, 
And  rapt  he  reach'd  the  brink  of  full  delight. 

Her 
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Her  waill  comprefs'd  in  his  exulting  arms,  105 

He  ftorms,  explores,  and  rifles  all  her  charms; 
Clafps  in  ecflatic  blifs  th'  expiring  fair. 
And,  thrilling,  melting,  neftling,  riots  there. 

How  long  the  rapture  lafts,  how  foon  it  fleets. 
How  oft  it  paufes,  and  how  oft  repeats ;  no 

What  joys  they  both  receive  and  both  bellow. 
Virgins  may  guefs,  but  wives  experienced  know  : 
From  joys,  like  thefe,   (ah,  why  deny 'd  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a  frefh,  blooming  boy,  my  fair,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a  new  Adonis,  lift  his  creft,  115 

In  all  the  florid  grace  of  youth  confell ! 
Firfl:  let  him  learn  to  lifp  your  lover's  name. 
And,  when  he  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
When  beauty  iirll  fliall  wake  his  genial  fire. 
And  the  firft  tingling  fenfe  excite  defire;  1 20 

When  the  dear  objed:,  of  his  peace  poflefl. 
Gains  and  ftill  gains  on  his  unguarded  breaft : 
Then  may  he  fay,  as  he  this  verfe  reviews. 
So  my  bright  mother  charm'd  the  poet's  Mufe. 
His  heart  thus  flutter'd  oft  'twixt  doubt  and  fear,  1 25 
Lightened  with  hope,  and  fadden'd  with  defpair. 
Say,  on  fome  rival  did  flie  fmile  too  kind  ? 
Ah,  read— what  jealoufy  diftradls  his  mindl 
Smil'd  flie  on  him  ?  He  imag'd  rays  divine. 
And  gaz'd  and  gladden'd  with  a  love  like  mine.    130 
How  dwelt  her  praife  upon  his  raptur'd  tongue ! 
Ah ! — when  flie  frown'd,  what  plaintive  notes  he  fungi 
And  could  flie  frown  on  him — Ah,  wherefore,  tell ! 
On  him,  whofe  only  crime  was  loving  well  ? 

Thus 
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Thus  may  thy  Ton  his  pangs  with  mine  compare,. 
Then  vvilh  his  mother  had  been  kind  as  fair. 
P'or  him  may  love  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine ; 
Though  the  fad  willow  fuits  a  woe  like  mine ! 
Ne'er  may  the  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain  ! 
Ah  !  never  figh  and  bleed,  like  me  in  vain  !—   140 

When  death  affords  that  peace  which  love  denies^ 
Ah,  no  I — far  other  fcenes  my  fate  fupplies  ; 
When  earth  to  earth  my  lifclcfs  corfe  is  laid. 
And  o'er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cyprefs  fhade : 
When  pale  I  fiit  along  the  dreary  coalt,  1 45 

An  helplefs  lover's  pining  plaintive  ghoft  ; 
Here  annual  on  this  dear  returning  day. 
While  feather'd  choirs  renew  the  melting  lay  ; 
May  you,  my  fair,  when  you  thefc  ftrains  fhall  fee, 
Jull  fpare  one  figh,  one  tear,  to  love  and  me,     150 
Me,  who,  in  abfence  or  in  death,  adore 
Thofe  heavenly  charms  I  mull  behold  no  more. 


T    O 

JOHN    POWELL,    EsQ^ 
BARRISTER    AT    LAW. 

TN  me  long  abfent,  long  with  anguifh  fraught, 
-*•   In  me,  though  filence  long  has  deaden'd  thought^ 
Yet  memory  lives,  and  calls  the  Mufe's  aid. 
To  fnatch  our  friendfhip  from  oblivion's  ihade,. 
Vol.  XLL  X  Az^ 
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As  foon  the  fun  ihall  ceafe  the  world  to  warm,         5 
As  foon  Llanelly's  '*  Fair  that  world  to  charm. 
As  grateful  fenfe  of  goodnefs,  true  like  thine. 
Shall  e'er  defert  a  breaft  fo  warm  a?  mine. 

When  imag'd  Cambria  ilrikes  my  memory's  eye, 
(Cambria,  my  darling  fcene!)  1,  fighing,  cry,     10 
Where  is  my  Powell?  dear  alTociate! — where? 
To  him  I  would  unbofom  every  care  ; 
To  him,  who  early  Mty  from  beauty,  pain  ; 
Gall'd  in  a  plighted,  faithlefs  virgin's  chain. 
At  length,  from  her  ungenerous  fetters,  freed,      15 
Again  he  loves !  he  woos !  his  hopes  fucceed ! 
But  the  gay  bridegroom,  ftill  by  fortune  croft, 
Isy  inftant,  in  the  weeping  widower  lofl. 
Her,  his  fole  joy!  her  from  his  bofom  torn. 
What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his,  to  mourn?  20 
Can  nature  then*  fuch  fudden  fhocks,  fuftain? 
Nature  thus  ftruck,  all  reafon  pleads  in  vain  ! 
Though  late,  from  reafon  yet  he  draws  relief. 
Dwells  on  her  memory ;  but  difpels  his  grief. 
Love,  wealth,  and  fame  (tyrannic  paiTions  all!)     25 
No  more  enilame  him,  and  no  more  enthral. 
He  feeks  no  more,  in  Rufus'  hall,  renown  ; 
Nor  envies  Pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown  ; 
But  pleas'd  with  competence,  on  rural  plains. 
His  wifdom  courts  that  eafe  his  worth  obtains.       30 
Would  private  jars,  which  fudden  rife,  encreafe  ? 
His  candour  fmiles  all  difcord  into  peace. 

To 

•  Mrs.  Bridget  Jones. 
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To  party  llorms  is  public  weal  refign'd  ? 

Each  fteady  patriot-virtue  fleers  his  mind. 

Cahn,  on  the  beach,  while  maddening  billows  rave,  35 

He  gains  philofophy  from  every  wave ; 

Science,  from  every  objedl  round,  he  draws ; 

From  various  nature,  and  from  nature's  laws. 

He  lives  o'er  every  paft  hiftoric  age  ; 

He  calls  forth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page.  40 

Him  evangelic  truth,  to  thought  excites ; 

And  him,  by  turns,  each  claffic  Mufe  delights. 

With  wit  well-natur'd  ;  wit,  that  would  difdain 

A  pleafure  rifmg  from  another's  pain  ; 

Social  to  all,  and  moll:  of  blifs  pofTeil,  45 

When  moft  he  renders  all,  around  him,  bleil: 

To  unread  'fquires  illiterately  gay  ; 

Among  the  learn'd,  as  learned  full  as  they  ; 

With  the  polite,  all,  all-accompliili'd  eafe. 

By  nature  form'd,  without  deceit,  to  pleafe.  53 

Thus  fliines  thy  youth  ;  and  thus  my  friend,  elate 
In  blifs  as  well  as  worth,  is  truly  great. 
Me  ftill  fhould  ruthlefs  fate,  unjuft,  expofe 
Beneath  thofe  clouds,  that  rain  unnumber'd  woes ; 
Me,  to  fome  nobler  fphere,  fhould  fortune  raife,  55 
To  wealth  confpicuous,  and  to  laurel'd  praife ; 
Unalter'd  yet  be  love  and  friendfhip  mine ; 
I  iliW  am  Chloe's,  and  I  ilill  am  thine. 
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LONDON    AND    BRISTOL 

*DELINEA.TED. 


'T^WO  fea-port  cities  mark  Britannia's  fame, 

-*■  And  thele  from  commerce  different  honours  claim. 
What  different  honours  fhall  the  Mufes  pay, 
While  one  infpires  and  one  untunes  the  lay  ? 

Now  filver  Ifis  brightening  flows  along,  5 

Echoing  from  Oxford  fb.ore  each  claffic  fong  ; 
Then  weds  withl'ame;  and  the fe,  O  London,  fee 
Swelling  with  naval  pride,  the  pride  of  thee  ! 
Wide,  deep,  unfuliied  Thames,  meandering  glides 
And  bears  thy  wealth  on  mild  majeftic  tides.  10 

Thy  fhips,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie. 
In  glittering  pomp,  Urike  wondering  China's  eye; 
And  thence  returning  bear,  in  fplendid  ftate. 
To  Britain's  merchants,  India's  eaflern  freight. 
India,  her  treafures  from  her  weflern  ihores,  15 

Due  at  thy  feet,  a  willing  tribute  pours ; 
Thy  warring  navies  diftant  nations  awe. 
And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law. 
Thus  fhine  thy  manly  fons  of  liberal  mind ; 
Thy  change  deep-bufied,  yet  as  courts  refin'd ;     20 

Councils, 

*  The  author  preferr\l  this  title  to  that  of  London 
AND  Bristol  comparedj  which,  when  he  began  the 
l^iece,  he  intended  to  prefix  to  it. 
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Councils,  like  fenates,  that  enforce  debate. 
With  fluent  eloquence  and  reafon's  weight. 
Whofe  patriot  virtue,  lawlefs  power  controls ; 
Their  Britifh  emulating  Roman  fouls. 
Of  thefe  the  worthieft  ftill  fele£led  ftand,  25 

Still  lead  the  fenate,  and  ftill  fave  the  land: 
Social,  not  felfifli,  here,  O  Learning,  trace 
Thy  friends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race  1 

In  a  dark  bottom  funk,  O  Briftol  now. 
With  native  malice,  lift  thy  lowering  brow  !  30 

Then  as  fomc  hell-born  fprite  in  mortal  guife, 
Borrows  the  fliape  of  goodnefs  and  belies. 
All  fair,  all  fmug,  to  yon  proud  hall  invite. 
To  feaft  all  Grangers  ape  an  air  polite ! 
From  Cambria  drain'd,  or  England's  wellern  coail:,  35 
Not  elegant,  yet  coftly  banquets  boaft  ! 
Revere,  or  fcem  the  ftranger  to  revere  ; 
Praifc,  fawn,  profefs,  be  all  things  but  ilncere; 
Infidious  now,  our  bofom-fecrets  Ileal, 
And  thefe  with  fly  farcafl:ic  fneer  reveal.  40 

Prefent  we  meet  thy  fneaking  treacherous  fmiles,; 
The  harmlefs  abfent  flill  thy  fneer  reviles ; 
Such  as  in  thee  all  parts  fuperior  find. 
The  fneer  that  marks  the  foal  and  knave  corabin'd; 
When  melting  pity  would  afford  relief,  4- 

Thc  ruthlefs  fneer  that  infult  adds  to  grief. 
What  fricndfliip  canft  thou  boaft  ?  what  honours  claim  ? 
To  thee  each  ftranger  owes  an  injur'd  name. 
What  fmiles  thy  fons  muft  in  their  foes  excite  i 
Thy  fons,  to  whom  all  difcord  is  delight ;  50 

From 
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From  whom  eternal  mutual  railing  flows ; 

Who  in  each  other's  crimes,  tlieir  own  expofe : 

Thy  Tons,  though  crafty,  deaf  to  wifdom's  call ; 

Defpifing  all  men,  and  defpis'd  by  all ; 

Sons,  while  thy  cliffs  a  ditch-like  river  laves,        55 

Rude  as  thy  rocks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves. 

Of  thoughts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immenfe. 

As  full  of  turbulence  as  void  of  fenfe  ? 

Thee,  thee,  what  fenatorial  fouls  adorn  ! 

Thy  natives  fure  would  prove  a  fenate's  fcorn.      60 

Do  llrangers  deign  to  ferve  thee ;  what  their  praife  ? 

Their  generous  fervices  thy  murmurs  raife. 

What  fiend  malign,  that  o'er  thy  air  prefides. 

Around  from  breall  to  breail  inherent  glides. 

And,  as  he  glides,  there  fcatters  in  a  trice  65 

The  lurking  feeds  of  every  rank  device  ? 

Let  foreign  youths  to  thy  indentures  inin  ! 

Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  fon. 

Proud,  pert,  and  dull— though  brilliant  once  from 

fchools. 
Will  fcorn  ail  learning's  as  all  virtue's  rules ;         70 
And,  though  by  nature  friendly,  honeft,  brave. 
Turn  a  fly,  feliifh,  fimpering,  Iharping  knave. 
Boaft  petty-courts,  where  'Head  of  fluent  eafe. 
Of  cited  precedents  and  learned  pleas ; 
'Stead  of  fage  counfel  in  the  dubious  caufe,  75 

Attornies,  chattering  wild,  burlefque  the  laws— 
(So  fliamelefs  quacks,  who  dodtors  rights  invade. 
Of  jargon  and  of  poifon  form  a  trade. 

So 


LONDON   AND   BRISTOL,  I'c.       311 
So  canting  coblers,  vvliile  from  tubs  they  teach. 
Buffoon  the  gofpel  they  pretend  to  preach.)  80 

Boaft  petty  courts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  draw. 
Unknown  to  Nature's  and  to  Statute-law; 
Quirks  that  explain  all  faving  rights  away. 
To  give  th'  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 
Js  there  where  law  too  rigorous  may  defcend,         85 
Or  charity  her  kindly  hand  extend  ? 
Thy  courts,  that,  fhut  when  pity  would  redrefs. 
Spontaneous  open  to  inflidl  diftrefs. 
Try  mifdemeancurs ! — all  thy  wiles  employ. 
Not  to  chailife  th'  offender,  but  deftroy  ;  90 

Bid  the  large  lawlefs  fine  his  fate  foretel  ; 
Bid  it  beyond  his  crime  and  fortune  fwell; 
Cut  off  from  fervice  due  to  kindred  blood. 
To  private  welfare  and  to  public  good. 
Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  fentenc'd  lies ;  95 

Imprifon'd  languifhes,  imprifon'd  dies. 


*********** 
*      *      *      **#****m 


Boaft  fwarming  vefFels,  whofe  plebeian  ftate 
Owes  not  to  merchants  but  mechanics  freight. 
Boaft  nought  but  pedlar-fleets — in  war's  alarms. 
Unknown  to  glory,  as  unknown  to  arms*  100 

Boaft 
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Boaft  thy  bafe  *  Tolfey,  and  thy  turn-fpit  dogs^ 
Thy  f  Halliers  horfes  and  thy  human  hogs  ; 
Upftarts  and  mufhrooms,  proud,  relentlefs  hearts ; 
Thou  blank  of  fciences !  thou  dearth  of  arts  ! 
Such  foes  as  learning  once  was  doom'd  to  fee!     loj 
Huns,  Goths,  and  Vandals,  were  but  types  of  thee. 

Proceed,  great  Brillol,  in  all-righteous  ways. 
And  let  one  Juftice  heighten  yet  thy  praife  ; 
Still  fpare  the  catamite,  and  fwinge  the  whore. 
And  be,  whate'er  Gomorrhawas  before.  no 

*  A  place  where  the  merchants  ufed  to  meet  to  tranf- 
a6l  their  affairs  before  the  Exchange  was  ere6led.  See 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  Vol.  XIII.  p-  4.96. 

f  Halliers  are  the  perfons  who  drive  or  own  the  fledges,, 
which  are  here  ufed  inltead  of  carts. 
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